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HARVARD  COUEQt  IfBBARY 
FROM 
'  THE  BEQUEST  OF 
«Veil  MHSEN  WENDEU 


An  anecdote  of  real  life,  which  I  heard  my  £ithcr  relate, 
suggested  to  me  the  Third  Scene  of  the  Third  Act  of  the 
following  Play,  which  I  wrote  as  a  dramatic  fragment  before 
the  idea  of  the  whole  had  occurred  to  me.  The  preceding 
and  subsequent  portions  of  the  drama  were  afterwards  added 
to  that  scene. 


THE  RE\^RENI) 

WILLIAM    HARNESS. 


My  kind  and  honoured  Friend, 

It  in  n(it  without  hesitation  that  I  avail  mysetf  of  your 
permission  to  dedicate  this  Play  to  you.  Written  Iwtween 
twenty  and  thirty  years  ago,  it  then  challenged  the  indulgence 
of  my  iriende,  in  spite  of  its  many  defects,  as  the  possible 
promise  of  better  things  when  I  should  have  attained  mattircr 
powers.  I,  too,  hoped  what  my  friends  were  kind  enough  to 
expect,  and  looked  forward  to  accomplishing  something 
better  J  but  alas  !  this  is  the  only  piece  of  work  I  have  ever 
finished  since  the  first  essays  of  my  school-girl  days;  and, 
therefore,  most  imperfect  as  it  is,  I  have  nothing  better  to 
(ifTer  you.  Pray  accept  it,  and  with  it  the  expression  of  my 
heartfelt  regret  that  it  is  not  a  worthier  token  of  the  reE^)ect, 
gratitude,  and  affection  with  which  1  am 


it  truly, 

Fakkv  Kei 


§ramstis  "^^txBonvt. 


Lord  Alford. 
Judge  Wdtthbop. 
John  Forbester. 
Jakes  Forrester. 
Wilton. 
Mowbray. 
Illworth. 

Gentlemen,  Servants  ofLoRD  Alford  and  Judge  Wdtthrop. 

Anne,  Winthrop's  %oife. 
Mart,  Wvnihrop^s  sister. 

The  scene  lies  partly  in  London  and  partly  at  Judge  Winthrop*s 

house  in  Surrey. 


ACT  I. 

Scene    1. 

A  tavern  in  Lofidmi.    Enter  John  and  James  Forrester. 

JOIDf   FORRESTER, 

From  Antwerp  you  shall  certainly  hear  from  me ; 
And  then  as  soon  as  I  reach  Ghent,  and  of  my 
Speeding  on  the  voyage — how  strange  things 
Seem  to  untravelled  eyes — how  Flanders  ladies 
And  Flanders  lace  may  look  to  an  Englishman, 
And  all  important  matters,  I  will  write  of. 

JAMES. 

Especially  forget  not  to  apprize  me 

As  soon  as  my  uncle  dies — for  die  he  must, 

I  take  it ;  and,  good  John,  when  you  come  back, 

And  are  the  Honourable  Sir  John  Forrester, 

With  sundry  thousand  pounds  a-year,  I  beg 

You  '11  not  forget  your  poorer  younger  brother. 

JOHN. 

Which  way  shall  I  remember  thee  ?  with  alms 
From  my  new  fortunes  ? 

JAMES. 

Faith,  it  may  be  so  ; 
I  shall  be  out  at  elbows  presently. 
An  the  dice  use  me  not  more  courteously. 
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JOILS, 

Dice  seldom  mend  a  tattered  doublet,  James. 
Thou  'rt  but  a  careless  fellow,  and  I  fear 
That  I  shall  find  thee,  when  I  do  come  back, 
The  poorer  for  my  absence. 

JAMES. 

I  do  fear  it ; 
Good  brother  John,  I  fear  it  infinitely. 
Thy  wisdom  was  a  kind  of  floating  buoy 
That  held  me  up  i'  the  midst  of  my  imthrift ; 
I  fear  when  thou  art  gone,  that  I  shall  go 
To  the  very  bottom.     Thou  'rt  a  lucky  fellow  ! 

JOHN. 

Nay,  now  most  men  had  said  that,  of  the  twain, 
TTiou  wert  the  luckier :  eldest  of  our  house, 
I  yet  have  thence  derived  no  good  advantage. 
Save  the  honour  of  being  head  of  a  family 
More  old  than  rich ;  whilst  thou,  the  curly  darling 
Of  our  old  grandam  Wentworth,  didst  inherit 
Her  fortune  and  a  yoimger  brother's  privilege 
To  spend  it  like  a  madman,  merrily : 
And  yet  /'m  lucky,  sayest  thou. 


JAMES. 

Very  lucky ; 


You  never  play. 
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JOHN. 

You  might  be  lucky,  too, 
Upon  those  terms. 

JAME8. 

You  never  wish  to  play ; 
That 's  where  you  're  lucky. 

JOHN. 

No,  nor  ever  wish 
To  cut  a  man's  throat,  or  to  steal  his  purse  ; 
Perhaps  I  'm  lucky,  too,  in  that. 

JAJCB8. 

Most  certainly. 
For  if  you  played,  you  might  do  one  or  both  ; 
I  'm  sure  I  Ve  often  thought  I  should  do  both. 

JOHN. 

Dear  brother,  what  you  thus  speak  jestingly 

Sounds  very  sadly  in  my  ears ;  have  patience. 

If  now,  about  to  leave  you  quite  alone, 

For  the  first  time  since  our  poor  father  died, 

I  use  a  little  the  elder  brother's  right. 

And  leave  thee,  with  these  few  hundred  pounds  I've 

saved 
Upon  my  last  year's  income,  some  few  words 
Of  counsel ;  dearest  James,  pray  give  me  heed. 
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JAMES. 

I  woiild  I  could  but  mind  as  well  as  heed, 
And  do  as  well  as  listen — yet  the  money — 

JOHN. 

I  do  not  want  it,  brother,  and  you  may ; 
You  know  I  never  play,  and  my  outgoings 
Are  measured  always  by  my  incomings; 
'T  is  yours,  and  yours  alone. 

JAMES. 

Thanks,  generous  friend, 
I'll  try  and  spend,  not  lose  it. 

JOHN. 

Prithee  do. 
Put  not  thy  gentry  into  such  ill  company 
As  dicers,  drinkers,  tavern-haunting  folk ; 
Kites  that  seem  doves,  but  hover  round  their  prey 
With  beaks  and  talons  whetted  sharp  for  blood. 
Cram  not  thine  honour  and  thine  happiness 
Into  that  hollow  cup,  whence,  with  the  dice, 
They  shall  come  tumbling  in  what  fashion  fortune 
May  please  to  order.     Oh !  be  still  above 
The  power  of  chance,  at  least  in  thine  own  mind. 
Dear  James,  nor  put  thy  manliness  and  worth 
At  stake  upon  a  hazard  table.     The  money 
Is  nought,  but  that  thou  canst  not  win  or  lose 
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That,  without  losing  at  the  self  same  time 
An  infinite  treasure — thine  own  good  esteem ; 
It  is  a  deep  stake,  brother;  do  not  risk  it. 

JAMES. 

I  will  not  say  to  thee  that  till  thou  come 
I  '11  not  touch  dice,  I  fear  to  be  forsworn ; 
But  I  will  strive  to  be  more  moderate 
In  venturing ;  and  if  I  can,  I  will  not 
Play  while  thou  'rt  gone. 

JOHN. 

That's  well,  good  fellow !  well  ? 

[EtUer  a  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

The  captain  is  on  board,  sir,  and  the  wind 
Streaks  with  grey  rippling  lines  the  river's  bosom  ; 
Your  clothes  are  in  the  ship,  all  things  are  ready. 

JOHN. 

I  come  immediately. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Brother,  another  word ; 

Here  is  a  letter  te  my  friend  Judge  Winthrop ; 

He'll  see  for  thee  inte  those  scrolls  and  parchment*^ 

That  we  were  looking  over  yesterday. 

You'll  find  him,  brother,  a  true  Englishman ; 

I  cannot  give  a  man  a  better  name. 
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JAMES. 

I  will  set  out  to-morrow,  brother. 

JOHN. 

Good- 
While  thou  art  there,  perhaps  it  were  as  well 
To  think  of  another  matter,  James  ;  the  Judge 
Has  a  fair  sister,  a  most  charming  lady. 
Whom  thou  couldst  easier  love  than  I  describe. 
When  you  look  at  her,  think  of  what  I  say ; 
A  lovely,  loving  wife  were  a  better  monitor 
Than  I  can  be ;  sweet  lips,  and  gentle  eyes, 
And  woman's  fond  persuasion,  should  do  more 
To  simder  thee  from  those  ill-favoured  mistresses, 
The  dice,  than  all  my  talking ;  and  besides, 
'Twixt  man  and  man  there  is  a  boundary 
Not  passable  even  by  the  closest  kindred. 
But,  an  thou  once  wert  married,  thou  shouldst  find 
Each  hour  admonish  thee  not  to  betray 
Thine  own  and  others'  happiness  to  play. 
Come,  let  us  go.     I  shall  be  late  on  board ; 
Come  with  me  to  the  stairs. 

JAMKS. 

Would  't  were  to  Flanders  I 
[Kveunt  the  two  Forresters. 
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Scene  2. 

Another  chamber  in  the  tavern.  A  table  at  which  Alford,  Illworth, 
Wilton,  Mowbray,  and  others  are  sitting  at  dice, 

ALFORD. 

It 's  my  throw. 

ILLWORTH. 

He  will  have  the  same,  I'll  wager. 

MOWBRAT. 

Impossible !  he 's  had  it  three  times  running; 
Poor  Wilton  here  can't  speak. 

WILTON. 

Come,  sir,  will  you  throw. 


ALFORD. 


There  't  is  again. 


OMNBS. 

Again! 


ILLWORTH. 


I  told  you  so ; 
I  'd  bet  upon  him,  sir,  for  a  thousand  pounds ; 
He  is  the  luckiest  man  in  London. 
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WILTON. 

And  I 
The  most  unlucky  dog  in  all  the  world ! 
Some  wine  there,  ho !  some  wine  ! 

HOWBRAT  (aside). 

Be  careftil,  Wilton, 
You  mar  your  sole  chance,  if  you  lose  your  wits. 

WILTON  (aloud). 

Sir,  when  one's  money  's  lost,  one's  wit 's  lost  too ; 
It 's  gone  already,  sir.     Bring  me  some  wine  I 

[Servant  brtngs  in  wine ;  aU  the  gentlemen  drink,  excej)t 

Alpord,  Illworth,  and  Mowbray. 

ALFORD. 

You  should  not  drink,  sir,  when  you  play  ;  you  see 
I  do  not. 

ILLWORTH. 

No,  my  lord,  nor  I. 

MOWBRAY. 

Nor  I. 
Now  Wilton,  throw,  and  good  success  befriend  you  ! 

WILTON. 

Thanks,  friend  I  (throws)  that's  well ! 
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ALFOBD  (thrOW8). 

Yes,  sir,  and  that  is  better. 
Your  stake  is  lost ;  what,  will  you  play  again  ? 

WILTON  (rises). 

Damnation  seize  the  dice !    I'm  ruined,  ruined. 
Land  mortgaged — money  lost — my  lord,  my  lord  I 

[Alfobd  converses  with  other  gentlemen ;  Mowbray  walks 
iip  and  doicn  with  Wilton,  in  great  agitation. 

MOWBILVT. 

For  God's  sake,  sir,  be  patient !  't  is  not  possible. 

WILTON. 

r  say  't  is  true ;  I  saw  it,  and  I  know  it. 

MOWBRAY. 

What,  man  !  a  lord  play  such  a  beggar's  trick  ? 

WILTON. 

It  was  a  beggar's  trick ;  I  'm  sure  he  did  it  though  I 

ALPORD. 

You  seem  disturbed,  sir ;  I  'm  afraid  your  losses 
Something  outwent  your  expectations ; 
I  shall  be  proud  to  give  you  your  revenge. 
Shall  we  play  again  ? 
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WILTON. 


Oh  !  by  no  means,  my  lord, 
Your  lordship's  luck  is  more  than  I  can  cope  with, 
(Aside) — Backed  by  your  lordship's  dexterous  sleight 
of  hand. 


ALFORD. 


I  'm  sorry,  sir,  my  luck  haa  been  so  great ; 
Indeed  I  'm  mostly  lucky ;  I  could  wish 
I  were  not  —  I  too  often  rob  my  friends. 
Good  evening,  gentlemen,  I  see  you  're  going ; 
Good  Master  Wilton,  a  good  even  to  you. 

WILTON  (aside). 

The  curses  of  a  ruined  man  light  on  you  I 

lEireunt  Wilton,  Mowbray,  and  the  rest  ; 
manent  Alford  atid  Illworth. 


ALFORD. 


There 's  a  fool  who  puts  his  finger  in  the  candle, 
And  cries  because  't  is  burnt^ 


ILLWORTH. 


I  see,  my  lord. 
You  Ve  not  forgotten  how  to  handle  dice. 


iMi  Ml  liai****** 
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ALFORD. 

No,  Illworth  :  —  and  yet  all 's  but  nothing  either  ; 
Thou  seest  the  goodly  show  I  make  in  town  here. 
My  carriages,  my  horses,  and  my  servants. 

ILLWORTH. 

A  comet's  tail,  a  perfect  blaze  of  splendour! 

ALFORD. 

All  borrowed  light,  sir,  for  all  that :  I  tell  thee, 

I  'm  the  poorest  man  in  Christendom ;  and  save 

Allien  every  now  and  then  a  money  bag 

Without  a  head,  like  this  fellow,  comes  to  be  squeezed, 

I  've  but  a  sorry  time  with  the  petitions 

Of  a  scurvy  set  of  villains  they  call  creditors. 

And  whither  art  thou  bound  ? 

ILLWORTH. 

My  lord,  to  Florence. 

ALFORD. 

To  Florence,  ha  I  what  the  game 's  up  in  England  ? 
Or  hast  thou  run  a  step  beyond  thy  compass? 

ILLWORTH. 

Fortune  and  credit  are  with  me  so  wrecked, 
That  I  must  fly  from  England,  which  henceforth 
Has  nought  but  chains  and  prison  bars  for  me. 
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ALPORD. 

That 's  a  pity  I  but  you  '11  thrive  in  Florence,  Illworth. 

I  '11  give  you  letters  to  some  friends  of  mine  there ; 

Men  of  good  purses,  whom  you  '11  find  worth  knowing. 

You  must  not  fail  to  find  out  old  Matteo, 

The  man  who  makes  the  curious  dice  you  wot  of ; 

Somewhere  in  St.  Peter's  Street,  near  the  Arno  side. 

I  '11  find  the  very  name  of  the  place  for  thee, 

And  give  thee,  too,  an  errand  to  him  for  me. 

But  that  I  've  other  quarry  in  pursuit, 

I  'd  see  fair  Florence  once  again  with  thee. 

ILLWORTH. 

Your  lordship  means  to  stay  in  London  ? 

ALPORD. 

No. 
I  'm  bound  to  Surrey ;  I  shall  visit  there 
A  certain  judge,  who  hath  a  pretty  wife, 
Upon  some  special  business.  ^ 

ILLWORTH. 

Of  his  own, 
Or  yours,  my  lord  ?     Do  you  know  the  lady? 

ALPORD. 

Yes, 
After  a  fashion,  I  admired  her  once ; 

'Twas  thought  she  was  an  heiress,  when  I  did  so. 

c 
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She  lost  her  fortune,  and,  I  thought,  her  looks ; 
She 's  married  now  —  and  has  grown  fair  again. 

ILLWOBTH. 

Poor  lady  !     I  should  say,  poor  gentleman ! 
Does  your  lordship  purpose  to  remain  there  long  ? 

ALFORD. 

Umph  !     I  can't  tell,  sir,  till  I  see  the  lady. 
I  may  have  Caesar's  fortune,  or  I  may 
Sit  ten  years  down  before  a  female  Troy : 
I  fear  not  much  the  latter  chance,  however. 

ILLWORTH. 

No ;  your  experience  has  not  taught  you  fear. 

The  conqueror  of  our  proudest  city  beauties 

Could  scarce  be  foiled  by  a  simple  country  mistress. 

ALFORD. 

She  is  not  country  bred ;  dost  think  I  'm  whining 

After  some  rosy  Amaryllida  ? 

This  lady  would  have  shone  a  dazzling  star 

In  the  brightest  court  in  Europe  ;  she  is  perfect  I 

So  fair,  so  stately,  so  majestical, 

I  never  saw  her  peer  I 

ILLWORTH. 

Why,  my  good  lord, 
You  're  sure  in  love. 


AN    ZNauaH   TUAQEDT, 


Perhaps  I  am,  a  little, 
But  not  enough  to  puzzle  me,  good  lUworth. 
Farewell  I  good  speed  to  Florence  I  and  do  n't  forget 
The  hand  thuB,  and  they  never  fall  amiss. 

[Ezeuttt. 


tm  inJvhaK  Winthhop'b  /iokiv,    Asnb  i$ di$awerfil  tiaiiij/  at 
work :  enter  to  her  MART  with  her  It^  full  ofJUnoert. 


Oh  1  I  am  glad  you  're  come !  the  morning  wears, 

T  is  near  on  noon — we  shall  dine  presently. 

Why,  where  hast  thou  been  ?  thy  dress  is  all  disordered, 

And  thy  hair  tangled,  and  all  wet  with  dew : 

Where  hant  thou  been  ? 


All  through  the  park  and  garden. 
Oh,  never  mind  my  hair !     Oh,  Anne,  the  spring 
Is  come  again:  the  hollow  dingle  path 
Ib  soft  with  the  swelling  moss,  all  starry  green ; 
And  by  the  old  oak  roots,  the  freckled  primroses 
Are  starting  up  :  tbe  golden  crocus  points. 
Like  to  a  goodly  rank  of  fairy  spears, 
Are  peering  up  behind  the  close  box  boiders : 
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And  the  Bnowdrops  rang  their  silver  bells  ai  me 

As  I  ran  past.     Here  are  some  violets — 

A  handful  that  I  gathered  as  I  came 

AloQg  the  hawthorn  hedge :  delicious  creatures ! 

How  you  kiss  them,  child !     Why,  one  wonld  think 

they  were 
Your  lover. 


I  should  like  bo  sweet  an  one. 
Venus'  fair  Adonis,  nor  the  youth 
Who  died  beside  the  brook  wherein  he  gazed, 
Were  not  made  into  flowers  one  half  so  sweet. 
You  know,  Anne,  you  are  married,  and  can  tell 
Better  than  I  can  guess  what  manner  of  love 
One  bears  one's  husband :  for  mine  own  good  part, 
I  cannot  fancy  that  I  e'er  shall  like 
Any  man  alive  so  well  as  I  like  my  brother, 
Or  any  life  so  much  as  this  I  lead — 
In  the  sunny  walks,  among  the  flower-plots. 
Where  I  am  free  to  run,  sing,  laugh,  and  play, 
WiUi  my  good  friends  the  birds  and  butterflies. 
But  you  do  n't  like  the  country. 

Yes  I  do ; 
1  like  it  better  than  I  did  at  first ; 
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I  see  more  things  here  than  I  did  at  first ; 

I  look  more  at  them,  too ; — a  rosy  sunset. 

Or  a  bright  morning,  now  begins  to  be 

As  good  as  a  city  pageant  to  me ;  and  I  grow 

To  like  the  converse  of  all  silent  things — 

Of  trees  and  flowers,  and  wandering  waters  sweet. 

Of  lights  and  shadows,  Nature^s  visitors. 

Which  come  and  make  society  in  solitude. 

To  cheer  us. 

MAKT. 

Yes,  you  're  growing  more  to  like  it ; 
Yet  methinks  you  'd  rather  be  in  London, 
Leading  your  city  life. 

Ay  ytL 

I  was  bred  up  to  it. 

MART. 

And  I  to  this :  and  each  loves  best  her  own  ; 
Yet  in  some  sort,  I  can  feel  how  it  is  with  you — 
You  are  so  l>eaiitifiil,  dear  Anne ;  ^t  is  natural, 
Moet  natural,  that  you  should  love  to  be 
\Siliere  you  can  draw  all  eyes  to  wait  on  you. 
Yuu  talk  well,  too,  and  those  who  do  so  love 
Kt  audience  to  applaud. 

A55R. 

No,  not  to  applaud. 
But  to  respond. 
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MARY. 

Alas !  I  cannot  do  so, 
I  have  no  wit ;  y^t  Heaven  knows  I  love  you. 
I  am  not  worthy  to  be  your  companion. 

ANNE. 

Fie  1  speak  not  thus ;  you  make  me  blush,  dear  Mary. 
You  are  a  fit  companion  for  an  angel. 

MARY. 

But  then,  my  brother  is  your  husband,  Anne, 
And  he  can  understand  and  prize  you  fully ; 
And  he  loves  you  dearly,  and  admires  you  well, 
And  thinks  you  excellent  above  all  women. 
Does  not  his  company  make  up  for  all 
You  left  i'  the  merry  town  ? 

ANNK. 

Is  your  brother  merry  ? 

KARY. 

No,  in  himself  he 's  grave  enough,  I  grant  you ; 
But  then,  why  do  n't  you  make  him  laugh  ? 

ANNK. 

I  can  't 

MARY. 

Oh  yes,  you  could  !    I  do,  whene'er  I  see  him. 
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ANNE. 

Y^s,  and  I  often  wonder  how  you  dare. 

KABT. 

How  I  dare !  why,  one  would  think,  to  hear  you. 
You  were  afraid  of  your  good  husband,  Anne. 

ANNE. 

Well,  so  I  am — I  ani  afiraid  of  him. 

MAEr. 

Afraid  of  him  !  the  gentlest  soul  alive  ! 
Afraid  of  him ! 

ANNE. 

Aye,  aye,  't  is  easy,  dear. 
For  you  to  speak  thus,  who  have  known  him  always. 
And  grown  up  on  his  knee :  you  're  like  some  child 
Bred  in  a  mountain  land,  and  running  boldly 
Where  others  fear  to  stand.     Come,  sit  down  here. 
And  while  you  twist  your  flower-wreath  I  '11  tell  you 
After  what  fashion  I  was  married,  and  then 
You  '11  see  I  have  some  cause  for  what  I  say. 

MAEY. 

A  story,  oh  a  story !     Kiss,  me,  good  girl 
Well  now — and  so  ? 
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ANNE. 


You  know^  my  mother  died 
When  I  was  but  a  little  toddling  thing ; 
My  father  loved  me  with  that  passionate  love 
That  mostly  grows  where  the  heart  has  but  one  channel 
In  which  to  pour  itself.     He  was  very  wealthy. 
And  nobly  born,  and  proud,  and  I  was  nursed 
In  the  bosom  of  all  stateliness  and  splendour. 


MARY. 


That 's  why  you  look  so  proud  and  queenly,  love : 
Do  n't  laugh,  your  pride  becomes  you  infinitely. 


ANNK. 


Indeed !    I  did  not  know  that  I  was  proud. 

As  I  grew  a  woman  I  was  daily  taught 

That  I  was  fidr,  and  should  be  great  and  powerful ; 

And  at  the  court,  and  in  the  city  revels. 

Whene'er  I  went  abroad,  a  smiling  crowd 

Came  round  me,  full  of  ready  courtesy 

And  flattering  worship,  and  my  heart  was  full 

With  the  bright  sunshine  of  prosperity. 

And  took  delight  in  all  tnings. 

MAKY. 

Had  you  many  suitors  ? 
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ANNE. 

Yes,  Mary,  many ;  though  I  was  very  young, 
Scaxce  sixteen. 

KART. 

Did  you  flEUicy  none  of  them  ? 

ANNE. 

Yes — no — I  scarcely  know. 

MART. 

You  will  not  tell. 

ANNE. 

I  would  tell  you  if  I  could  tell  myself. 

My  father  was  ambitious  for  me,  and  hoped, 

I  know,  to  see  me  favour  one  of  them, 

For  marrying  him  I  should  have  been  a  coimtess. 

MART. 

Oh !  would  you  like  to  have  been  a  countess,  Anne  ? 

ANNE. 

Yes,  I  suppose  I  should. 

MART. 

Why  did  n't  you  marry  him? 
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ANNE. 

He  never  asked  me :  he  was  one  of  those 
Who,  under  the  sharp  flail  of  my  misfortunes, 
Prov'd  light  and  flew  away. 

MARY. 

What  sorry  chaff ! 
How  very  strange ! 

ANNE. 

No,  love,  that  is  not  strange ; 
'T  is  you  who  are  strange,  and  true,  and  lovely. 

MABY. 

Go  on — and  so — 

ANNE. 

Suddenly  a  claim  was  made 
By  some  far  distant  kinsman  of  our  house. 
Who  had  been  long  in  foreign  lands,  to  a  share — 
A  large  share  of  my  father's  best  estates. 

MARY. 

Was  the  claim  rightful  ? 

ANNS. 

Many  thought  it  so, 
And  we  were  on  the  brink  of  being  spoiled. 
When  your  brother — 
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MAHY. 

Yes,  my  brother  took  your  cause 
And  won  it  for  you;  I  have  heard  that  story. 
So  then  you  married  him? 

ANNE. 

'T  was  strange  enough. 
That  he,  so  grave,  so  silent,  and  so  thoughtful. 
Should  e'er  have  fallen  to  loving  such  an  one ; 
But  so  it  was ;  and  my  father  growing  sick, 
Full  gratefully  resigned  me  to  the  hands 
Of  this  good  guardian.     My  poor  father  died. 
And  then  this  strange  relation  became  heir 
To  all  th'  estates  which  I  had  thought  were  mine ; 
He  became  heir,  too,  to  the  friends  and  lovers 
That  waited,  as  I  found,  on  them,  not  me. 
Suddenly  I  was  left  alone  in  the  world, 
And  still  your  brother  loved  me,  and  at  last, 
He  was  so  kind  to  me,  I  married  him. 

MARY. 

Well,  are  you  sorry  for  it  ? 

ANNE. 

What  a  question  ? 
I  do  but  wish  that  he  were  oftener  with  us. 
He 's  always  busy ;  I  scarce  feel  I  know 
Aught  of  him,  save  that  he  is  very  good  to  me. 
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MABT. 

He 's  good  to  every  thing !    Are  you  happy,  then  ? 

ANNE. 

Yes,  happy ;  yes,  quite  happy,  certainly. 

[^Clock  strikes, 

KABY. 

Hark  !  it  is  noon,  and  here 's  my  brother  come. 

[Enter  Winthbop. 

WINTHBOP. 

Grood  morrow,  dear !  good  morrow,  my  sweet  wife  ! 

How  has  the  morning  sped,  my  mistresses  ? 

Why,  Mary,  thou  art  glowing  like  a  rose ; 

Thou  hast  been  out :  wert  thou  along  with  her,  sweet  ? 

No,  I  can't  walk,  you  know ;  it  wearies  me. 

And  Mary  skims  the  sward  like  a  young  greyhound, 

And  laughs  at  me  because  I  am  so  slow. 

WINTHBOP. 

Ne'er  heed  her,  wench;  we'll  teach  thee  e'er  we've  done. 
To  walk  six  miles  ere  breaking  of  thy  fast. 
What  hast  thou  done  with  the  time  ?  wrought  at  the 
loom? 
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Let's  see — why  Mary,  why,  should  she  go  forth  ? 
See,  here's  a  garden  growing  'neath  her  fingers. 
More  perfect  than  the  real  flowers  they  mimic. 

MABT. 

No  doubt,  for  nothing  natural  is  perfect. 

WiNTilEOP. 

My  little  Socrates !  here 's  a  carnation 
Might  almost  cheat  my  nose  at  Christmas-tide, 
Whilst  in  an  hour,  these  buds  that  thou  hast  gathered 
Shall  be  trod  underground,  withered  and  pale. 

MAKY. 

Yet  you  love  best  these  children  of  the  mould 
For  that  very  cause,  that  they  shall  fade  and  die. 
Secure  possession  of  mere  mortal  good 
Would  prove  no  blessing  could  it  last  for  ever. 
In  its  frail  tenure  lies  its  richest  worth. 
We  love  that  most,  we  mostly  fear  to  lose. 
And  the  precious  things  of  life  are  those  that  perish. 
Is  it  not  so  ? 

WHTTHBOP. 

How  wise  thou  art  this  morning ! 

KARr. 

But  is  it  not  so  ? 
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WINTHBOP. 

It  seems  as  tho'  it  were  ! 
Wife,  you  make  roses  better  than  the  spring ; 
I  would  my  work  were  of  such  pleasant  sort ! 

ANNE. 

Have  you  had  much  hard  work  to  do  this  morning? 
Are  you  weary  ? 

WTNTHBOP. 

Till  I  saw  you,  dear,  I  was. 

MARY. 

Come,  let  me  kiss  the  cobwebs  from  thy  brain. 
Look  here,  Anne,  how  this  daffodil  becomes  him, 
Stuck  in  his  doublet.     Here,  I  '11  put  another 
In  your  hat  for  you — why,  now  you  're  beautiful ! 

WINTHROP. 

Out,  madcap  !     Wife,  we  must  tame  this  saucy  girl. 
Shall  we  shut  her  up,  or  seek  a  husband  for  her  ? 

MARY, 

Oh,  shut  me  up  1  pray  shut  me  up,  dear  brother  ! 
I  'II  take  the  prison  very  patiently, 
So  you  leave  out  the  jailer. 
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WINTHEOP. 

Very  well ; 
We  shall  see  anon ;  I  expect  from  town  to-morrow 
Two  of  our  first  gallants — ^Master  James  Forrester 
And  the  Lord  Alford.     When  yon  see  these  gentlemen, 
Perhaps  you  '11  change  your  mind. 

ANNK. 

Lord  Alford,  said  you  ? 

WINTHROP. 

Aye,  do  you  know  him  ? 

ANNE. 

I  did  know  him  once, 
A  little — and  very  long  ago.     He  has  broken 
More  hearts,  they  say,  than  any  man  in  England. 

MARY. 

Thank  Heaven,  so  fine  a  gentleman  can  scarce 
Think  my  heart  worth  the  breaking ! 

WTXTHKOP. 

To  speak  truth, 
Keport  talks  loudly  of  him  in  such  praises 
As  I  would  rather  he  deserved  than  I. 
But  that  I  know  you,  wenches,  to  be  such 
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As  honest  English  women  should  be,  I 
Might  not  BO  well  have  liked  his  Lordship's  visit. 
He  conies  on  business  tho',  and  while  he 's  here. 
You  '11  entertain  him  as  becomes  yourselves, 
And  my  dear  wife  and  sister. 


Sure  their  worships 
Will  soon  be  gone;  they'll  find  us  but  dull  company. 
lEnfer  a  Siavam 

SFRTAFT. 

Your  dinner  wiiits,  sir. 

WINTHROP. 

Come,  wife,  do  yoii  hear ; 
Leave  planting  of  your  flowers— the  dinner  waits. 

UABY. 

And  what 's  the  other — Master  Forrester  ? 


I  do  not  know  him ;  you  shall  find  that  out. 
And  with  a  woman's  eye,  sharp  as  her  needle, 
Spy  all  bis  qualities  in  half  an  hour. 


WU  you  take  my  word  for  him,  then  ? 
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Assuredly. 


Very  good  !     A  pretty  book  you  give  me  here ; 
But  I  shall  spell  it  through,  or  I  'm  miBtaken. 
For,  court  or  country,  stili  a  man  'b  a  man. 


WLMUBOP. 


That  'b  very  true ;  and  to  one  wise  aa  thou  art 
I'  the  curious  study  of  mankind 


Flout  on. 
All  their  iU  gifts  I  know  in  knowing  thee ; 
And  whatsoe'er  in  other  men  appears, 
That 's  not  in  thee,  may  he  set  down  for  good. 
Thou  art  a  judge,  yet,  by  my  word,  thy  judgment 
Touching  this  gentleman  shall  wait  on  mine. 


Content,  my  small  Minerva  1     Come,  wife,  come. 

[Ermul. 
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ACT  IL 

Scene  1. 

The  garden  of  Winthrop's  house. 
Enter  Mart  and  James  Fobbbsteb. 

MARY. 

And  80  you  never  heard  of  the  flower-angels  ? 

JAMBS. 

Never !     Are  you  one  of  them  ? 

MARY. 

Oh !  you  are  mocking  me. 

JAMES. 

Believe  me,  no ;  but,  for  whene'er  I  see  you, 

Be 't  morn  or  eve,  mid  noon  or  starry  night, 

A  flower  still  hangs  on  your  breast  or  in  your  hand  : 

I  thought  perhaps  you  were  a  flower-angel. 

MARY. 

No,  truly ;  but  they  're  always  near  about  me. 


JAMES. 

What  are  they  ? 
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Happy  epritee,  whose  chai^  it  is 
To  walk  unfieen  about  all  garden  paths, 
And  live  in  the  fragrant  neighbourhood  of  flowers. 
No  bud  or  UoHSom  but  hath  such  a  keeper ; 
In  dim,  damp  wood,  or  on  wide  windy  common. 
By  loneliest  marsh,  where'er  a  flower  may  blow, 
Xursed  in  close  gardens  of  man's  fashioning, 
Or  sown  by  that  wandering  seedsman,  the  &ee  air, 
These  angels  haunt :  the  maid  that  on  her  casement 
Sete  a  flower-pot,  hath  one  still  watching  there. 
And  she  that  wearx  a  blossom  in  her  vest 
Keeps  a  good  spirit  hovering  o'er  her  breast. 
I  make  you  smile :  this  is  not  city  talk. 


Give  me  that  rose  you  wear — for  I  believe 
Partly  in  what  you  say — so  give  it  me. 
That  I  may  have  an  angel  near  bo  me. 

So  you  take  mine  from  me — well,  'tis  no  matter. 


Alas !  you  do  not  need  such  guardianship. 

Bat  when  this  fades,  then  whither  goes  the  iprite  ? 
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MART 

I  do  not  know ;  I  ne'er  did  think  of  that — 
Perchance  to  some  new-blown  bud  of  the  same  kind. 

JAMES. 

My  angel  then  will  leave  me.     I  could  wish 

To  have  some  flower  growing  ever  near  me. 

That  should  live  as  long  as  I  did — some  sweet  flower 

Whose  loveliness  and  bloom  should  last  my  days. 

And  whose  good  angel  should  be  mine  till  death. 

Know  you  of  any  such  ? 

MART. 

No,  sir,  of  none. 
The  dews  begin  to  fall, — 'tis  growing  evening. 
Shall  we  go  in  ? 

JAMES. 

Oh  I  'tis  not  evening  yet : 
The  air  is  warm  and  balmy,  and  the  light 
Is  bright  on  all  the  tree  stems  yet,  dear  Mary. 

MART. 

Nay,  but  look  yonder,  how  the  sober  sky 
Hath  suited  all  itself  in  modest  grey ; 
And  see,  where  the  moon  uplifts  her  pearly  brow 
Over  that  soft  brown  cloud. 
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JAHE8. 

Ay,  but  look  yonder. 
On  my  side  of  the  garden,  gentle  mistress ; 
The  western  heaven  is  full  of  rosy  light, 
And  on  yon  slope  where  the  fallow  deer  stand  grazing. 
How  red  the  sunset  falls  ! 

MABT. 

Look  at  the  shadows : 
They  are  very  long. 

JAMBS. 

They  will  grow  longer,  Mary, 
And  night  will  come,  and  after  it  to-morrow. 
When  I  must  go  from  hence. 

KA&T. 

Shall  we  go  in  ? 

JAMES. 

One  moment  stand  beneath  this  blossoming  tree. 
That  drops  its  snowy  stars  upon  thy  head. 
And  let  me,  while  I  yet  am  at  thy  side, 
Gaze  on  this  happy  place  that  I  must  leave. 

MABY. 

Nay,  speak  not  thus  :  these  melancholy  words. 

And  the  stealing  twilir(ht,  fill  my  heart  with  sadnesb. 

Must  you  indeed  begone  ? 
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JAMES. 

I  must  indeecL 
The  business  I  came  hither  to  despatch 
Is  all  accomplished,  all  things  quite  cleared  up : 
One  blessed  week  has  passed  like  one  short  day. 
And  all  is  over. 

HABY. 

I  am  sorry. 

JAMES. 

What? 
What  are  you  sorry  for  ? 

MARY. 

That  you  must  go. 
ShaU  you  never  come  again  ? 

JAMES. 

Will  you  give  me  leave 
To  come  again  ? 

MABY. 

Oh  yes,  most  gladly ! 

JAMES. 

Mary, 
We  are  not  speaking  to  each  other  truly. 
The  words  that  from  thy  innocent  lips  I  draw 
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Might  seem  to  some  men  warrant  of  a  hope 
Which  yet  I  have  not ;  for  I  know  thy  thought 
Touches  not  mine. 

MARY. 

I  do  not  understand  you. 
I  'm  very  sorry  you  must  go — I  would 
Your  cause  had  been  much  harder  to  unravel. 
Then  you  had  stayed  here  longer ;  I  'd  have  shown  you, 
Then,  other  walks  and  favourite  paths  of  mine. 
And  we  should  have  seen  the  roses  bloom  together. 
What  is  the  matter  that  you  cover  your  eyes 
And  sigh  so  ? — ^have  I  vexed  you.  Master  Forrester  ? 

JAMES. 

Hush,  hush,  thou  fairy  I  this  is  all  too  much  ! 

Oh,  lay  this  little  hand  upon  my  breast. 

And  feel  the  tempest  thou  hast  wrought  in  me. 

MARY. 

You  frighten  me !     Oh,  pray  let  go  my  hand  ! 
'Tis  evening  now,  quite  evening — let's  go  in. 

JAMES. 

Mary,  my  heart's  bursting,  I  must  speak  it  all. 
Mary,  I  love  you — 0  maiden,  words  can't  utter 
How  much  I  love  you !   Oh  no,  do  not  leave  me  ! 
Do  n't  tremble :  dost  thou  fear  me,  I  who  'd  give 
My  soul  to  save  thee  from  the  smallest  harm  ? 
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MARY. 

Let  me  go  to  my  brother !    Sir,  this  is  not  well ; 
You — ^you — you  should  not  have  said  this  to  me. 
I  can  scarce  breathe  or  stand. 


JAMBS. 

Oh,  sit  down  here ! 
I  will  not  breathe  another  word  of  love ; 
Forgive  me,  but  for  pity's  sake  stay  here. 
Do  n't  fear ;  I  will  not  touch  thy  hand,  I  will  not 
E'en  sit  beside  thee.    May  I  stand  here,  Mary  ? 


MABY. 

Yes,  sir. 


JAMES. 

The  moonlight  shines  into  your  eyes, 
And  makes  them  look  like  two  soft  streams  of  light. 
Listen !  far  down  in  the  dusk,  from  yonder  thickets. 
What  soimd  is  that  ? 

MARY. 

It  is  the  nightingale  : 
Is  it  not  sweet  ? 

JAMES. 

Most  melancholy  sweet ! 
Yet  oh  !  not  half  so  sweet  a«  thv  sweet  voice. 


AN   BH0LI8H  TKAGEDT. 


3  pray  let  ua  go  in. 


Shall  your  brother  know  of  all  this  secret  talk  ? 
Shall  I  tell  it  him,  and  ask  him  if  he'll  give  you 
To  me  to  be  my  wife  ?   Speak  Mary,  Bhall  I  ? 

MAST. 

Ask  what  thou  wilt ;  I  will  stay  here  no  looger. 


For  mercy's  sake  do  n't  leave  me !    She  is  gone ; 

Like  some  light  vision  of  unearthly  beauty. 

She  'a  vanished  I  but  the  charm  she  shed  around 

Remains.     0  blessed  sward  her  feet  have  pressed, 

Be  ever  green  1    Thou  happy,  happy  mound 

That  didst  receive  her  beauteous  form,  may  flowers 

Cover  thee  sweetly  all  the  live-long  summer  I 

And  thou,  delicious  curtain  of  fresh  blossoms. 

May  the  autumn  crown  thee  with  a  glorious  bearing ! 

Ye  lovely  nunistrants  to  man's  delight. 

That  seem  so  full  of  kindly  sympathy 

With  human  joy,  a  lover's  blessing  on  ye  1 

And  be  this  place  for  ever  hallowed  ground, 

First  left  by  winter,  by  the  summer's  sun  first  found ! 
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Scene  2. 

A  room  in  WiNTHBOP's  hou9e, 
Annk  and  Alford  playing  at  chess ;   Winthbop  reading, 

ALFORD. 

Fair  Mistress  Winthrop,  you  're  too  hard  for  me. 

wiNTHHOP  (aside), 
I  'in  glad  of  it* 

ANKK. 

Your  lordship  is  not  playing 
Ah  though  you  meant  to  win :  I  fear  you  spare  me. 
Pray  play  in  earnest,  sir  1 

ALFORD. 

Shall  I  do  so. 
And  win  of  you  ? 

ANNK. 

But  that  I  did  not  fear 
The  chance  of  losing,  sir,  I  had  not  played. 
Pray  show  your  strength ;  I  'm  bent  to  conquer  you. 

ALFORD. 

That  were  an  easier  matter  than  you  think, 
Porhaps,  fair  mistress. 
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AKNE. 

I  crave  your  lordship's  pardon, 
I  did  not  hear  you. 

ALFORD. 

'T  is  no  matter,  madam ; 
You  had  not  heeded  had  you  heard,  perchance. 
And  that  had  been  worse — ^your  moves  are  very  cautious. 

wurraBop. 

Your  lordship 's  not  a  foe  to  trifle  with  ; 
She 's  right. 

Amris. 
This  game  is  mine,  for  a  crown. 

ALFORB. 

Indeed ! 
{Aside) — ^The  other  game  is  mine,  I  think,  though. 

[Enter  a  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mistress, 
Here  is  a  dame  come  up  from  the  village,  craves 
To  speak  a  word  with  you. 

ANNE. 

Oh,  'tis  Dame  Ingle,  husband; 
I  bade  her  come,  and  promised  her,  moreover, 
Her  husband's  pardon. 
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WDTTHBOP  (to  the  Servant). 

You  may  go  away. 

lExU  ServtmL 
I  'm  sorry  for  it,  wife. 

AKXE. 

Sorry  for  what? 
Why,  'tis  but  closing  of  your  book  a  minute. 
And  writing  out  the  man's  dismissal. 

WIKTHEOP. 

Nay, 
You  promised  him  his  pardon,  and  you  must  give  it. 

AinvE. 

Why,  sir,  you  jest ;  I  promised  it,  indeed. 
Because  I  knew  that  you  would  give  it. 


wiin:HB0P. 

You  should  not 

Have  promised  for  another,  Anne. 


AK17E. 

Pshaw!  nonsense! 


r  is  hard  indeed  if  my  credit  may  not  reach 
To  such  a  point  as  this ! 


But  it  may  not. 


WINTHBOP. 

Perhaps  it  is ; 
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ANNK. 

What  do  you  mean,  Judge  Winthrop  ? 

WINTHROP. 

That  you  have  promised  what  you  cannot  do. 

AKKE. 

No ;  but  you  can. 

WJLNTHUOP. 

Indeed,  I  cannot. 

ANKE. 

How! 
Cannot  1 — cannot  set  a  man  free  from  gaol, 
Who  'fl  there  by  your  own  warrant !     You  will  not. 
You  should  have  said. 

WINTHROP. 

I  '11  say  it,  then — I  will  not 
Nay,  Anne,  ne'er  frown,  nor  look  so  scornfully : 
I  will  not,  and  I  cannot  break  the  laws. 
By  whose  just  doom  this  man  is  cast  in  prison. 
D'  ye  think  I  make  the  statutes  I  enforce  ? 
Nay,  I  am  but  their  voice — ^the  parchment  sheet 
In  which  they  are  set  down,  that  shows  them  forth. 

ANKE. 

Ne'er  tell  me,  sir,  but  you  have  power  enough 
To  do  this  thing,  if  you  were  minded  to  it. 
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What !  the  first  man  in  the  shire,  Judge  Winthrop, 
Not  able  to  let  a  man  go  free  from  gaol  ? 

WUTTHROP. 

Neither  to  send  him  thither  nor  take  him  thence 
Have  I  the  power  — were  I  the  king  of  England, 
I  could  not  do  it.    Thank  Heaven  !  't  is  no  man's  will 
Can  touch  the  free  life  of  an  Englishman, — 
Nought  but  the  sovereign  laws — nor  take  from  any. 
The  meanest  soul  alive  in  all  this  land. 
One  tittle  of  his  precious  liberty. 
You  have  mistook  the  matter. 

ANNK. 

What  shall  be  done  ? 
I  told  the  woman  I  would  get  him  free. 

WINTHROP. 

You  must  tell  her  now  you  cannot^    Be  content,  wife ; 
The  man 's  not  worth  your  care,  and  where  he  is, 
There  he  is  best. 

ANNR. 

Nay,  but  I  pledged  my  word. 

WINTHROP. 

You  were  to  blame :  I  cannot  help  it,  Anne. 
You  need  not  vex  yourself  about  the  woman ; 
I  '11  have  her  looked  to  well. 
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ANNE. 

No  doubt  you  will ; 
But,  sir,  that 's  not  the  points    Must  I  go  tell  her, 
Judge  Winthrop  will  not  make  my  promise  good , 
He  has  refused  me  ? —  shall  I  have  no  more 
Account  made  of  my  prayer  than  the  next  dame, 
Who  comes  from  quarrelling  on  market-day 
To  have  her  matters  righted  by  his  worship  ? 

WDfTHBOP. 

Your  prayer  is  of  no  more  account  than  hers. 
But  of  the  same,  Anne,  and  shall  meet  from  me 
With  the  self-same  justice.     Unto  her  and  you, 
And  every  one,  I  would  deal  righteously. 

ANNE. 

Have  I,  your  wife,  no  other  privileges  ? 

WINTHBOP. 

Yes,  many — folded  in  the  private  chamber 

Of  my  heart  and  home ;  none  on  the  judgment-bench, 

Or  in  the  court,  wife. 

ANNE. 

Shall  this  be  believed  ? 

wnrTHKOP. 
Come,  you  have  left  his  lordship  long  enough, 
Pondering  his  next  move ; — get  you  to  your  game. 
I  will  go  speak  to  the  woman ;  where  is  she  ? 
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ANNE. 

In  the  oak  parlour,  sir,  I  bade  them  put  her. 

WINTHKOP. 

Very  well !    Cro  to  your  game ;  and,  Anne,  remember, 
Be  charier  henceforth  of  your  promises. 

[ExU  WiNTHROP. 
ANNE. 

I  cry  you  mercy,  sir !     Shall  we  go  on  ? 

ALFOBD. 

Your  leisure  is  my  master,  gentle  madam. 
I  'm  sorry  for  the  failure  of  your  suit. 

ANNE. 

0  sir,  I  heed  it  not. 

ALFORD. 

A  cause  so  pleaded. 
By  such  an  one  too,  might  have  won  itself. 

ANNE. 

It  matters  not  at  all. 

ALFORD. 

How  many  men 
Would  have  died  gladly  but  for  half  those  words ! 
Madam,  I  think  you  are  not  in  your  game  — 
That 's  a  strange  move :  will  you  recall  it  ? 
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ANNE. 

No,  sir ; 
I  don 't  recall  what  I  once  do. 

ALFOBD. 

Take  heed,  then. 
And  play  more  carefully,  or  I  shall  beat  you ; 
Your  king 's  in  check. 

ANNE. 

Pshaw !     I  am  blind,  I  think. 
That 's  better. 

ALFOBD. 

Hardly ;  there,  you  're  caught  again ; 
Check  to  your  king ! 

ANNE  (rising). 

I  cannot  play  1     I  know  not 
What  I  am  doing  I  to  be  thus  refused ; 
Before  a  stranger,  too,  to  have  my  promise. 
Like  a  child's  brag,  turned  down  my  throat. 

ALFORD. 

'T  is  pity  indeed !     Perhaps,  however,  madam. 
You  have  already  used  Judge  Winthrop's  interest 
In  these  kind  of  matters.     I  have  known  some  wives 
Who  scattered  their  husband's  influence  so  fast 
That  they  were  left  adry ;  their  courtesies 
Were  spent  by  their  ladies  with  so  free  a  hand. 

£ 
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ANNE. 

'T  is  the  first  favour,  sir,  I  ever  asked  him. 
And  thus  he  answers  me. 

ALFORD. 

The  first !     0  Heaven ! 
To  be  thus  sued  to,  and  to  answer  thus ! 
Your  husband.  Mistress  Winthrop,  is  a  man 
Like  none  that  ever  lived  in  the  world  before. 
There  be  —  ay,  hundreds  —  who  but  for  one  word 
Of  lightest  bidding,  uttered  by  such  lips. 
Would  leap  into  the  fire. 

ANNE. 

0  sir ;  but  then 
One's  hiLsband  never  would  be  one  of  these. 

ALFORD. 

Fatal  decree !  that  still  possession  dulls 

The  sense  to  the  owning  the  most  precious  treasure ; 

Yet  I  had  not  believed  this,  but  for  seeing  it. 

ANNK. 

'T  is  hard  indeed ! 

ALFORD. 

You,  you  whom  I  remember 
Absolute  queen  over  so  many  hearts ! 
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The  drooping  of  whose  eyelid  might  have  bid 
The  lordliest  of  our  court  fall  down  before  you 
In  happy  worship  of  your  slightest  wish  ; 
You  to  be  thus  refused  I  —  I  crave  your  pardon  — 


0  sir,  go  on !     You  saw  it,  and  you  may, 

And  doubtless  will,  speak  what  you  saw.     You  '11  aay 

You  saw  me,  like  an  humbled  schoolgirl,  stand 

To  be  tutored  about  this  and  t'  other  word 

That  I  had  spoke  too  much  ;  to  he  denied 

The  suit  I  asked,  and  bade  take  care  henceforth 

What  things  I  asked  for ; — and  indeed  I  will  I 


Have  patience,  madam ! — it  is  true,  your  husband 
Might  have  more  gently  put  you  from  your  suit, 
Answered  with  something  more  of  courtesy. 
Alas !  I  can  imagine  no  Buch  grief 
As  having  to  deny  a  prayer  of  yours. 


He  does  not  think  so. 

Pardon  me,  fair  miatresa— 
You  must  make  some  allowances  for  age. 
The  tender  heart,  that  in  that  gentle  breast 
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With  pity  and  with  kindness  throbs  towards  aU  things. 
Is  young    enough  to    have    been  Judge   Winthrop's 

daughter's. 
Had  you  but  mated  your  sweet  prime  of  life 
With  one  akin  to  you  in  years,  you  had  found 
Perchance  a  happier  lot :  but  you  forget, 
Time,  as  it  goes,  lays  ice  within  our  veins, 
Which  coldly  curdles  roimd  an  old  man's  heart : 
'T  is  not  your  husband's  fault,  but  your  ill  fortune. 
That  he  no  more  is  young. 

'T  is  very  true : 
T  is  an  ill  thing  when  opposite  seasons  meet. 

ALFORD. 

And  opposite  ages  are  like  spring  and  winter; 
'T  is  the  spring  sufiFers  always  in  the  encounter. 
And  the  gentler  bows  to  the  sterner  influence. 

ANNE. 

My  father  made  this  match ;  he  was  his  friend. 
Oh !  let  me  think  how  much  he  was  his  friend 
Who  married  me,  portionless,  friendless ! 

ALFORP. 

Madam  I 
What  is 't  you  say  ?  portionless  !     WTiere  's  the  dower 
Might  with  your  wealth  of  beauty  hold  compare  ? 


.^&. 
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Portionless !  why,  the  giving  of  yourself, 
Decked  as  you  are  with  charms  not  of  this  earth — 
Turn  not  away,  I  speak  the  common  words 
Of  all  men,  where  your  name  is  only  uttered — 
Was  the  bestowing  of  so  great  a  gift. 
That,  tho'  he  shovdd  make  up  Methusaleh's  years. 
He   ne'er  could   pay   you    for 't.      0   Heaven !     por- 
tionless I 
The  peerless  Greek  that  set  the  world  in  arms 
Ne'er  fired  the  nations  with  such  matchless  beauty. 
To  look  on  you  alone  is  happiness. 
And  he  has  called  you  his — his  own ! 

ANNE. 

My  lord ! 

ALFORD. 

Oh  !  pardon  me,  you  do  not  know — ^you  cannot 

Ev'n  guess — ^what  chords  are  thrilling  in  my  breast. 

That  have  perforce  been  silent  many  a  year. 

You  never  knew,  and  now  't  is  useless  all 

That  you   should  know,  the   hopes,  the   dreams,  the 

worship 
That  once  did  shrine  your  image  in  my  heart — 
Hopes  that  had  sickened  till  I  thought  them  de^. 
And  worship  that  should  now  be  dumb  for  ever ; — 
Yet 't  is  impossible  to  hold  one's  peace 
And  hear  you  thus  decry  your  precious  self. 
Portionless  1  friendless !     If  you  were  thus  friendless. 
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It  more  became  him  ne'er  to  make  you  look 
From  him  to  others  who  no  others  have, 
To  hold  his  place  if  he  should  fail  to  you. 
You  have  no  brother,  madam,  nor  no  sister  ? 

AXNR. 

Not  one  of  kin  to  me  in  the  wide  world. 

ALFORD. 

Yet 't  is  not  so,  fair  creature !  say  thou  not 

That  thou  art  friendless ;  every  eye  that  sees  thee. 

Each  heart  that  feels  thy  sovereignty  of  beauty. 

Is  friend  and  servant  to  thine  excellence. 

Oh  !  honour  me  with  such  a  blessed  title. 

And  call  my  life  your  own. 

AUNK. 

I  thank  you,  sir : 
To-morrow  you  go  hence,  never  again 
To  hear  my  name,  or  look  upon  my  face. 
Your  proflFers  were   most   kind,  could  they  stead  me 
aught. 

ALFORD. 

Yet,  oh  !  remember  them ! 

ANNK. 

Be  sure  I  will ; 
And  let  me  pray  one  thing  of  you — yom*  silence 
On  what  this  evening  you  have  witnessed. 
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Your  will  locks  that  within  my  lips. 


G-ood  night,  air ! 
Ere  you  depart  to-morrow  I  shall  aee  you. 


ALFORD. 

Ouce  more  I  shall  be  happy  then.     Good  night. 
Sweet  lady  I  and  may  pleasant  dreams  wait  on  you  I 

[Ei^  Amrz. 
I  would  I  might  but  order  those  same  dreams : 
'T  is  wonderful  how  much  ie  worked  by  them. 
The  unconscious  reason  thrust  aside  the  while> 
Feelings  and  passions  oft  lay  hold  of  us, 
Which,  i'  the  waking  hours  of  soberer  judgment, 
Were  hard  withstood :  not  so  in  kindly  sleep — 
The  spell  lies  soft  upon  the  dreaming  spirit, 
And  the  foe  creeps  into  the  slumbering  stronghold, 
Whence  daylight  and  its  sterner  thoughts  cant  drive  it. 
Fair  Mistress  Anne,  would  I  were  Morpheus 
To-night  for  your  sweet  sake !     How  proud  she  is ! 
The  tow'r's  bo  high  'twill  topple  of  itself; 
For  wisdom  says  pride  goes  before  a  fall. 
And  if  decreed  so,  why,  I  cannot  help  it. 
Bless  Mother  Ingle  I  I  will  pension  her. 
Though 't  were  my  last  groat,  for  this  good  nigbt'a  work. 
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Scene  3. 

A  terrace  before  Winthrop'*  houge.     Night,    Enter  Anns. 

ANNE. 

Into  the  cool  night  air ;  my  blood  is  thick 

With  a  strange  melancholy ;  and  in  my  heart 

A  fluttering  fear  beats  quick,  then  dies  away 

In  faint  dim  longings.     What  should  all  this  mean  ? 

I  '11  walk  i'  the  moonlight — it  may  be  the  chaste 

And  solemn  light  of  the  starry  heavens,  together 

With  the  night's  cool  breathings,  shall  refresh  my  spirit 

How  bright  thou  art,  ineffable  lonely  queen. 

That  rul'st  these  silent  hours !     0  me !  my  soul 

Melts  in  thy  radiance !     All  things  are  at  rest* 

From  the  still  boughs  that  sleep  beneath  thine  eye 

Faint  odours  breathe  of  the  green  and  budding  spring; 

No  smallest  sound  is  heard,  but  a  low  rustling 

Like  the  unfolding  of  the  new  made  leaves. 

My  husband  sleeps ;  I  watched  him  ere  I  left  him ; 

A  dreamless  quiet  slumber  it  did  seem. 

Like  that  of  a  good  man. 

\^Enter  at  the  hack  Lord  Alfobd. 
I  'm  glad  I  woke. 
My  sleep  was  much  disturbed,  and  in  my  dreams 
A  voice  and  form  arose  for  evermore, 
That  seemed  to  draw  my  heart  away  from  me ; 
I  'm  glad  I  woke !     How  sad  and  fair  is  night ! 
How  fair  were  such  a  night  to  two  who  loved. 
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Standing  beneath  this  loving  skj.     ^  me  I 

That  mine  had  been  bo  sweet  a  lot !     Who 's  there  ? 

0  Heaven !     Who  'b  there  ? 

AUtiBD  (commff  forieard). 

Start  not,  fair  dame,  nor  fear. 
What,  wandering  thiis  a  lonely  votary 
Of  the  cold  queen  I     Where  ia  your  happy  husband, 
That  he  thus  suffers  you  to  steal  away. 
To  walk  through  the  night  a  fairer  earthly  Dian? 


How  comes  your  lordship  waking  at  this  hour? 
I  thought  the  bouse  abed. 


Nay,  how  come  you 
At  euch  an  hour  awake?     Alas !  my  eyes 
Refuse  to  close :  my  blood  within  my  veins, 
Stirred  by  some  uiJinown  passion  to  and  fro, 
Crushes  and  ebbs  from  my  o'erladen  heart. 
That  heaves  with  smothered  sighs.    But  what  make  you 
With  restless  wakefulness  ?     You,  in  whose  breast 
The  sunshine  of  a  calm  content  doth  dwell. 
Whose  wishes  crowned  with  perfect  happiness 
Best  in  the  joy  of  full  accomplishment  ? 
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•  ALFOSD. 

Why,  you  are  weeping,  sure ! 
Whence  are  these  crystal  tokens  ? 

ANNE. 

Sir — my  lord — 
It  is  not  fit,  nor  seemly — 'tis  not  well, 
That  thus  in  the  night  we  should  converse  together. 

ALFOBD. 

Why?  was  it  sin  when  here  you  stood  alone, 

Grazing  into  the  heavens,  like  one  dropt  from  them  ? 

And  is  it  sin  that,  led  by  the  beauteous  night. 

And  a  secret  spirit  of  most  blessed  chance, 

I  here  have  met  you  ?     Nay,  but  if  you  were  one 

Not  bound  in  wedlock  chain,  but  gently  bent 

To  hear  me  plead  —  if  I  were  one  who  loved  you — 

If  kneeling  thus,  thus  pressing  this  white  hand, 

I  prayed  your  mercy 

ANNE. 

Bise  this  instant,  sir  ! 
You  have  forgot  to  whom  you  speak  —  forgot 
Yourself  and  me — in  this  audacious  language. 

ALFOED. 

Pardon,  oh,  pardon  I  —  on  the  earth  I  lie 
Prostrate  before  you.     Call  your  husband  hither. 
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And  bid  him  put  bis  sword  into  my  beait, 
But  pierce  it  oot  with  thy  more  terrible  auger. 

UTNB. 

Hence,  ere  the  night  shall  waste  another  second 
I  may  not  look  upon  you  once  agtun, 
Nor  hear  you  speak  another  syllable. 
Without  a  deadly  ain. 


For^ve — forgive  me 
[Anke  rt  enUrt  the  chamha-  and  dotet  the  wmdow ; 
h«  remaia»  htetlmg  at  the  leene  cloati. 


SCKNE  4. 

Sittr  Servant*,  crotemif  the  dagt  with  IrunJci. 

FIBBT  8BKTAHT. 

Are  they  up  yet  ? 

SECOKD  SBBTAHT. 

They  should  be,  for  the  cock 
Crew  half  an  hour  ago,  and  the  dawn  whitens. 
My  lord  said  last  night  he  would  be  in  London 
To  dinner. 

FtBST  SBKTADT. 

He  must  bave  good  horses  then. 
Be  they  saddled  all  ? 
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SECOND  SERVANT. 

They  are  e'en  at  it  now. 
The  house  is  only  now  beginning  to  stir. 
Come,  let 's  go  get  our  breakfast^  thou  and  I, 
Ere  riding  into  town.     Yonder  'a  the  Judge 
And  Master  Forrester;  they'll  start  anon. 
And  't  is  ill  riding  on  an  empty  stomach. 

[Enter  James  Forrester  and  Judge  Winthbop. 

WINTHROP. 

All  is  concluded.  Master  Forrester, 

And  I  hope  well  righted  to  your  brother's  wish. 

Hereafter,  should  any  troubles  visit  you, 

I  shall  be  glad  to  straighten  matters  for  you ; 

Here  are  the  parchments. 

JAMES. 

Thanks,  moBt  worthy  sir ! 
Yet  I  have  still  another  cause  on  hand, 
Which,  more  than  all,  needs  your  indulgent  help. 

WINTHROP. 

Speak  and  command  me. 

JAMES. 

I  have  heard  my  brother 
Speak  of  you  ever  as  the  man  in  the  world 
He  loved  the  best,  me  only  set  aside. 
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WIKTHKOP. 

Toung  sir,  your  brother  is  my  worthy  friend ; 
I  love  him  as  a  brother — I  might  Bay 
A  SOD,  he  is  most  excellent. 

lAXBB. 

Then,  sir. 
May  I  think  you  will  not  hold  me  over  daring. 
If  to  fulfil  a  darling  wish  of  his, 
And  a  hope  on  which  my  more  than  life  depends, 
I  ask  if  you  will  give  to  your  friend's  brother 
Your  gentle  sister  ? — Good  sir  !  do  but  hear  me  I 
That  I  love  her  most  dearly,  oh,  believe  it ! 
That  she  towards  me  inclines  with  kindly  favour 
I  dare  to  think  — 

WINTHROP. 

Why,  surely — surely,  sir, 
You  would  not  have  the  heart  to  marry  her  ? 


Sir,  I  cannot  give  that  child  away  I 
You  might  as  well  ask  me  for  half  my  heart ! 
I  cannot  want  her — I  can't  live  without  her ! 


Judge  Winthrop,  you  amaze  me !  what,  the  good. 
And  self-denying  man,  who  still  to  all 
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Deals  merciful  justice,  for  the  single  sake 
Of  a  mere  fancied  loss,  denies  his  sister 
The  happiness  of  a  prosperous  wedlock,  and 
Condemns  the  man  who  loves  her  to  a  life 
Of  bitterest  disappointment ;  0  sir,  hear  me ! 
If,  as  I  hope,  your  gentle  sister  loves  me — 

WTNTHROP. 

Sir,  't  is  impossible  !    I  'm  sure  she  cannot 
Love  you  1    she  oft  has  sworn  to  me,  she  never 
Should  love  a  man,  to  have  him  for  her  husband. 

JAMES. 

Are  you  married,  sir,  and  do  not  you  yet  know 

The  cunning  cloaks  a  maiden's  humour  wears 

Ere  yet  her  fancy's  touched  ?    Nay,  but  believe  me, 

I  think  I  am  not  over  bold,  nor  vain. 

To  dream  that  Mistress  Mary  heeds  my  suit 

Send  for  her,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  and  question  her. 

WINTHROr. 

O  Heaven  !  this  is  the  way !  a  whole  dear  life 

They  live  upon  our  knees,  and  in  oiu*  arms. 

The  darlings  of  our  very  souls  —  and  lo ! 

A  stranger,  passing  by,  but  beckons  them, 

And  straight  they  turn  their  back  upon  their  homes. 

And  make  their  lodging  in  a  new-found  heart. 

Oh !    I  had  dreamt  of  this— but  it  is  bitter, 

Now  that 't  is  come  to  pass  I 
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JiMBS. 

Good  Bir,  take  comfort ! 
You  shall  not  lose  your  sister,  but  instead. 
Gain  a  true  loving  brother,  and  we  will  live 
As  near  to  you — 

WIKTBROP. 

Oh,  sir  I  for  eighteen  years, 
We  've  lived  together  and  asked  no  man's  leave. 
And  only  thanked  God  for  the  htessiog,  sir ! 
Rut  you  are  right,  for  if  she  marries  you. 
Henceforth  you  shall  lend  me  her  society. 
And  I  shall  thank  you  for 't ;  live  near  to  me ! 
My  heart  has  been  her  house  for  eighteen  years, 
And  every  thought  a  chamber  that  she  dwelt  in 
Perpetually !  but  now,  if  she  lived  'neatb  my  roof, 
Sat  at  my  board,  slept  in  the  very  bed 
That  held  her  in  her  sleep  last  night,  and  walked 
Each  day  in  her  accustomed  walks,  I  tell  you, 
She  would  be  gone  from  me — gone  from  me,  sir; 
A  husband  is  a  wall  that  builds  itself 
Between  a  woman  and  all  other  things. 
Like  the  young  bird,  in  our  hedge  elm  trees  here, 
Warmed  in  the  nest,  he  presently  drives  thence 
The  ancient  brood,  who  made  their  proper  home  there. 
If  she  is  married,  she  is  no  more  mine. 
No  Eister,  nor  no  daughter,  but  a  wife ; 
All  other  names  are  clean  forgot  in  that 
New  name — all  otJier  loves  in  that  new  love. 
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JAXEB. 

Well,  Bir,  if  she  loves  me,  hon  shall  it  stead  you 
That  she  still  wish  she  were  not  where  she  is. 
Nor  what  she  is,  but  married,  and  my  wife  ? 

WINTHBOP. 

That  'b  true  1  poor  wench  1  Pray,  sir,  have  patience  with 

met 
Tis  something  sudden,  and  you  seemed  to  me 
Little  more  welcome  than  a  thief  to  a  miser. 
True — as  you  say — if  she  indeed  doth  love  you, 
She 's  gone  alrendy  beyond  all  redemption. 
Have  you  spoke  of  thin  matter  to  her  yet  ? 

JAMES. 

Walking  by  twilight  in  the  orchard,  sir, 
Last  evening,  when  I  took  my  leave  of  her. 
My  heart  unsealed  itself. 

HISTHEOP. 

And  what  said  she  ? 

JAM  FA 

She  bade  rae  speak  to  you. 

WINTHBOP. 

She  did  ? 


JAHKS. 

She  did. 
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Within  there! 

[Enter  a  SermmL 
Send  my  siater  Mary  hither. 

[Ej:it  SenxaO. 
James  Forreflter,  if  this  be  aa  you  think, 
If  my  dear  sister  loves  you,  you  shall  never 
Hear  another  word  from  me  upon  this  matter. 
T  is  woman's  nature,  Sir,  and  there's  an  end  on'fc. 
You  wrenched  my  heart  Bomething  too  suddenly. 
And  I  with  little  wisdom  answered  you. 
Tou  are  my  dear  friend's  brother,  if  you  make 
My  sister  happy,  I  will  hleas  you  and  love  you 
Above  all  men. — Oh  I  if  she  love  thee,  youth. 
Treasure  thou  well  the  gift  she  gives  to  thee: 
A  gentle,  modest,  virtuous,  loving  woman. 
Will  make  thy  life  on  earth  a  paradise, 
And  help  thee  far  upon  thy  way  to  heaven. 
God  help  me !  an  it  were  her  burial 
I  scarce  could  feel  more  sadly. 

IROer  ftf  ABT. 
My  sweet  Mary ! 
Give  me  thy  hand,  thus  do  I  lay  it  fast 
In  his,  who  asks  thee  of  me  for  iiia  wife. 
Start  not,  nor  blush,  nor  tremble,  nor  deny. 
But  simply,  if  thou  art  content  to  wed  him. 
Take  not  thy  hand  away : — ^it  is  enough. 
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KARY. 

Brotlicr ! 


WINTHROP. 

Why  what's  the  matter  ?  did  he  hold  you 
So  tight,  you  could  not  get  your  hand  away  ? 

MARY. 

No,  brother,  but — 

WDTTHROP. 

Gro — go — go.     Hold  thy  peace  I 
[Mary  ofuJ  Jamrs  converse  apart. 

lEnter  at  difftrent  doors  Anne  and  Lord  Alford. 
Oood-morrow,  wife.     Good-morrow  to  your  lordsliip  I 
How  did  you  rest  last  night  ? 

alford. 

Indifferently,  sir : 
A  night  80  troubled  I  shall  scarce  forget  it. 

(Aside,) 
She  has  not  told  her  husband  ytjt ;  good  lady ! 

WINTHROP. 

Indeed,  I'm  sorry  for't.     Was  your  lordship  sick? 

ALFORD. 

Sick  to  the  heart,  sir.     Gentle  Mistress  Winthrop, 
How  faro  you  in  this  early  hour  o'  the  day? 
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Yoiir  pillow  scarcely  will  foi^ve  tis,  that 
We  draw  you  from  it  sooner  than  your  wont. 

(Apart  to  her.) 
Have  you  forgotten  and  forgiven  too  ? 


My  lord— I— I- 


BKRTAIJT. 

Your  Lordship's  horses  wait. 


Thank  Heaven,  at  last ! 


Before  you  take  your  leave, 
Here  is  a  piece  of  business  toward,  to  which 
I  wish  your  presence,  as  true  witnesses. 
Here  be  two  friends  of  ours,  who  have  found  out 
That  marrying  is  a  wise  and  pleasant  thing. 
Heaven  grant  they  prove  it  bo  !  to  their  betrothment 
Testify  with  your  best  good  wishes : — wife. 
Go,  give  my  sister  joy;  and  you,  my  lord, 
Pray  greet  your  friend,  who  is  to  be  my  brotht^r. 

AIJOBD. 

Your  hand,  good  James;  may  marriage  be  to  you, 
yfhat  yet  I  never  heard  it  was  to  any  man. 
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WINTUROP. 

That's  a  court  jest,  sir :  'tis  above  our  wits. 
In  the  country,  we  yet  hold  the  grandam's  saw. 
That  marriage  is  a  state  both  blest  and  honourable. 

ALFORB. 

(Aside) — That's  as  may  happen.     {AUnid) — Good  sir, 
pardon  me ! 

AiwE  (to  mart). 
May'st  thou  be  happy,  dearest  child ! 


MARY. 

As  happy 
As  you  are,  Anne,  and  I  shall  be  content. 


ALFORD. 

Umph ! 

ANNK  (aside). 

Will  this  end  1 

WINTHROP. 

As  for  the  wedding  day. 
For  that  we  wait  your  brother  .John's  return. 
r  'm  sure  you  would  not  think  yourself  well  married 
Unless  he  gave  you  joy.     Clear  up  yoiu*  brows. 
He  must  be  back  ere  the  next  month  goes  by, 
And  though  you  must  remain  in  Ijondon  now. 
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And  Mar;  here,  you  're  free  to  waste  between  ye, 
As  much  good  paper,  pen  and  ink,  and  horse-ehoes 
As  you  shall  deem  dincreet. 

JAMlflj. 

A  mortal  month ! 
We  shall  be  sundered ' 

WTKTHEOP. 

Psbaw  1  come,  come,  this  parting 
Qrows  sad, — some  wine ! 

l&Oer  a  Seroant. 
Your  stirrup  cup,  my  lord. 
Before  you  mount, — a  bowl  of  Burgundy, 
Well  spiced,  and  warmed,  to  keep  the  cbill  air  out; 
And  I  myself  will  ride  as  far  with  you 
As  the  clump  of  oaks,  where  you  strike  the  high  road. 


Fair  Mistress  Winthrop,  you  're  but  ill  at  ease, 
I  fear  we  have  disturbed  you  all  too  early : 
You  are  pale,  I  think. 

WIHTHROP. 

That  fault  is  mended  now, 
Your  lordship  sees.     James  Forrester,  a  word  with  you. 
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ai^poud  {aside  to  AJtXB). 
Do  not  forget  me  quite  1  ■—  I  go  —  no  more 
To  look  upon  you ;  this  is  Paradise, 
And  I,  a  wretch  driv'n  from  its  gates  for  ever ! 

[BiUr  a  Seraata  uiitA  a  6(M(rf  ofiem. 

WIXTHROP. 

Now,  wife,   give  you  the   morning   draught    to  his 

lordship. 
What  '8  the  matter  ? 

ASSK. 

Nothing,  sir,  a  careless  stumble. 

WIHTHROl'. 

That  wine  'a  too  gootl  for  earth  libations,  sweet ; 
Walk  heedfully  I 

[Aksf.  fa!,-et  the  cup  to  LoBD  Alfobb; 
At'  mMpii  her  but  doet  not  AvA 


No  wine  after  that  kiss, 
n  drunk  already. 


I  shall  sink  with  horror! 
[Alfoiui  ffivint;  the  ei'p  back  to  her  giof 
htr  a  KuiaB  fortd 
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AL70RD. 

(Anide) — Huah !  do  not  let  them  see  this ;  but  sometimes. 
Look  OD  it  for  my  sake  with  pity.     {Aloud) — Madam, 
We  cannot  speed  but  well,  by  you  sent  forth. 
And  by  your  worthy  husband  guided  hence. 

[WlSTHBOP  taka  the  cvpfrom  Amrc 
and  give*  it  to  Uabi. 


Now,  Mary,  bid  James  Forrester  good  speed 
Toward  London;  when  lie  comes  this  way  there  11  be 
No  need  to  bid  thee  speed  hira  with  thy  wishes. 

[Mart  taket  the  eitp  and  ffiL-ei  &  to  Jaxkh. 

HART. 

Farewell !  may  you  speed  quickly  back  —  I  mean  — 
To  London  I 

liMXa  {kuiei  her  cheek). 
Heaven  bless  and  keep  you,  Mary ' 

wmTEEOP  (after  driiikmg). 
To  horse !  to  horse  I  to  brush  the  morning  dew. 
And  sniff  the  freshest  air  o'  the  day.    Come,  gentlemen. 
[Exeimt  WiiTTHRup,  Forrkstrr,  and  Alford. 

MARV. 

JVom  the  terrace  we  can  see  them  aa  they  ride 
Down  to  the  linden  trees ;  come  Anne  and  watch  them. 
[She  opea$  the  wmdow  and  goa  out. 
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AliRB. 

They  're  gone  at  last,  and  I  can  breathe  1 — what 's  thii 

What  'e  this  ?  ah,  traitor !  dost  thou  doubt  thy  art  ? 

Think'st  thou  the  image  is  not  deep  enough? 

Oh,  eyes  that  have  looked  through  me,  do  I  yet 

Bebold  ye,  fatal  eyes,  that  have  imdone  me ! 

Lips  I  that  the  sweetest  poison  in  the  world 

Have  poured  into  my  heart,  are  ye  yet  here  ? 

What  is  't  I  do  ?— O  Heaven  !  what  is  't  I  do  ? 

Am  I  a  wife,  and  thus  stand  gazing  on 

The  picture  of  a  man  that 's  not  my  husband  ? 

Why,  I  am  lost !  he  must  have  seen  it  too ; 

Seen  that  I  was  not  true,  nor  chaste,  nor  honest. 

How  did  he  dare  to  leave  his  picture  with  me  ! 

How  did  he  dare  to  think  I  thought  of  him  ! 

How  did  he  dare  ! — oh,  wherefore,  should  he  not? 

What  though  I  bury  this  down  i'  the  earth, 

Smother  it  up  fathoms  deep  i'  the  sea, 

Oh,  what  will  that  avail  ?  be 's  here,  he 's  here. 

Here  in  the  hurried  throbbing  of  my  heart, 

Here,  here  within  my  bosom ;  (rod  in  Heaven ! 

What  will  become  of  me  ?  what  shall  I  do, 

When  back  my  husband  comes  ?    How  shiill  I  look 

Wlien  he  looks  on  me  ?     How  answer  him 

When  he  speaks  to  me?  all  the  live-long  day. 

How  shall  I  hide  my  thoughts  from  him?  at  uight 

If  I  should  dream,  or  utter  words  in  my  sleep, 

What  will  become  of  me  ? 
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HABr  (from  iht  terrace). 

What,  are  you  coming,  Aune  't 
my  brother  turning  home  again. 

AKHK. 

Oh,  honible! 
hide  thee  close ;  0  Heaven !  it  buroA  my  heart. 

MAKT  (from  the  terrace). 
1  nm  meet  him,— will  you  come  along? 

ashr. 
1  I  might  never  aee  hit)  fiice  iigain ! 
ilid  I  Sfty  ? — ob,  I  am  lost  for  ever ! 
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VMO   OF  TU£  atCOND  ACT. 
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ACT  IIL 

Scene  1. 

The  park  of  Judge  Wi^tthrop,  early  morning. 
Enter  Anne  and  Alford. 

ANNE. 

All's   still  as  night;   come — you  may   come — ccfme 

quickly ; 
I  have  spied  carefully,  there's  no  one  near. 

ALFORD. 

Thanks,  gentle  guide !  what,  art  thou  turning  back  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  walk  with  me  to  the  orchard  wall  ? 

ANNE. 

I'm  sick  with  fear  !  O  Alford,  get  thee  gone  ! 
Hark !  what  was  that? 

ALFORD. 

Nothing ;  why  how  you  tremble  I 
A  bird  stirred  in  its  sleep  among  the  boughs. 
Why,  how  your  heart  is  beating,  and  the  blood 
All  ebbing  from  your  cheeks ! 

ANNK. 

This  is  the  joy  of  guilt  I 
For  mercy's  sake,  begone  I — the  light  is  breaking 
In  the  east.     See,  there 's  a  shadow  moving  yonder. 
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AUfORD. 

Oh,  you  see  shadows  where  there  'a  aothiiig,  love. 

AXSE. 

'T  is  very  like ;  my  eyes  are  full  of  fear. 

ALFORD. 

What  ahould'st  thou  fear  when  I  am  near  thee,  sweet  ? 

AHHR. 

Everything — you— myself — my  hiisband— Ck>d. 
You  laugh  because  I  said  that  I  feared  God  ; 
Yet  oh,  't  is  trae !  I  fear  His  dreadftd  justice ; 
It  will  o'ertoke  us  yet — be  sure  it  will  I 


Why,  thou  'rt  some  pretty  puritan,  aod  not 
The  gallant  lady  that  Lord  Alford  loves. 

Do  you  love  me  yet  ?  is 't  posaihle  you  do  ? 
You  will  not  love  me  long — you  will  forsake  me ; 
What  will  become  of  me  when  you  are  weary  of  me ! 


Fie  ]  speak  not  thus  !  whene'er  I  love  thee  not, 
I  live  not  either.     Come,  cheer  up,  my  love, 
And  look  upon  me  brightly  ere  I  go. 
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ANKK. 

I  know  you  do  not  love  me  as  you  used. 
You  come  less  often,  and  you  stay  less  long ; 
You  jest  now  when  I  weep,  and  you  grow  angry 
When  I  sigh,  as  I  must  do  whene'er  I  think : 
Oh  no,  no,  no  :  you  will  not  love  me  long. 
And  then  what  shall  I  do  ? — ^then  I  must  die  I 

ALFORO. 

Pshaw !  if  I  come  less  oft,  or  stay  less  long, 
'Tis  that  you  now  for  ever  wear  a  face 
Of  discontent  and  mortified  repentance ; 
As  if  the  loving  me  were  such  a  baseness 
As  would  degrade  you. 

ANXE. 

Oh,  my  heart  is  breaking  I 
You  cannot,  and  you  will  not  understand  me. 

ALFORD. 

I  do  not  understand  these  wintry  looks. 

And  these  eternal  self-upbraidings,  madam.  [Ooiruf. 

ANNE. 

0  heav'ns  I  you  're  angry !     Do  not  leave  me  thus. 

ALFORD. 

Nay,  but  I  thought  my  presence  might  disturb  yoii. 

1  know  not  how  thou  art  when  I  am  hence, 

But  when  1  'm  here,  you  Ve  nought  but  lamentations. 
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I  '11  tell  thee  how  I  am  when  thou  art  hence. 

The  very  moment  that  mine  eyes  lose  sight  of  thee, 

Horrible  darkness  falls  upon  my  life. 

One  dismal,  dreary  winter  spell  comes  o'er  me. 

And  save  for  a  dim  and  dreamy  sense  of  shame 

And  terror  that  for  ever  dogs  my  steps, 

I  seem  no  more  alive ; — each  word,  each  look 

Makes  the  guilty  red  roll  hotly  to  my  brows ; 

I  wake  all  night,  weeping,  till  I  grow  sick ; 

And  if  my  heavy  eyelids  drop,  I  rise. 

And  like  a  wicked  spirit  walk  about, 

For  fear  lest  I  should  sleep,  and  dream,  and  speak. 

Look  at  me,  Alford  !     Do  you  see  my  eyes, 

How  dim  they  look,  and  how  my  cheeks  are  fading  ? 

You  cannot  love  the  thing  I  am  becoming. 

ALFORl). 

(Aside) — ^There  's  truth  in  that     (Almid) — Oh,  is  it 

not  yourself 
That  have  grown  weary  of  our  sweet  communion  ? 
You  do  but  jest  to  say  that  I  am  changed. 
You  do  not  love  me  any  more. 

AKNE. 

0  Heaven  I 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Alas !  what 's  left  to  do, 
To  prove  my  mad  love  for  thee  ?    Nothing — nothing 
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ALFORD. 

Yea,  there  is  Bometbing  yet,  sweet  Anne,  to  do. 


Say  -what.     1 11  buy  thy  gratitude  at  least ; 
That  may  outlive  thy  waning  fancy.    What? 


I  have  been  playing  deep,  and  am  a  loser 
Of  heavy  ventures.     I  am  8ore  heset 


I  have  no  money. 


AHNR. 

AUORD. 

Rut  your 


What? 
Shall  my  husband's  purse  as  well  as — oh,  no,  no ! 
You  do  not  mean — you  're  not  in  earnest — ^you — 
You  do  but  jest — it  is  impossible  I 


Unless  I  have  to-niglit  seven  hundred  pounds, 
To-morrow  I  shall  bid  adieu  to  England. 
I  will  not  live  to  be  lackeyed  at  the  heels 
By  ra^ed  rascale,  clamouring  for  their  dues ; 
I  will  begone — 
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AKKE. 

Whither? 


In  Italy 
Life  'fi  pleasant,  or  in  France,  and  I  will  thither. 


ARNE. 

And  what  shall  I  do  ? 


ALFOSD. 

Oh,  make  friends  with  your  husband. 


s  proud  once ! 


Hark  f   I  hear  footsteps  coming. 
If  I  should  never  see  you  more — 


ANKE. 

What  I    Are  you  going  thus !    For  ever '. 
I  will  ask  for  the  money,  Alford, — ^yes,  I  will '. 


80  AN   ENaUSH   TRAOEDT.  AcT  III. 

AUORD. 

I  know  for  certain,  that  Judge  Winthrop  means 
To  go  from  home  for  some  few  days,  to-night. 
In  a  few  hours  hence  I  will  again  be  with  you, 
Thanks,  gentle  friend !  farewell !  but  not  for  ever. 

[.El* 

ANNE. 

My  body's  honour,  and  my  soul's  salvation. 

My  peace  of  mind  here,  and  heaven's  joys  hereafter. 

All,  all  are  gone !  for  what  ?    Why,  he  despises*  me. 

He 's  used  me  for  his  pleasure,  and  he  now 

Will  use  me  for  his  profit,  for  his  purse. 

He  loves  me  not ! — he  soon  will  grow  to  loathe  me ; 

For  where  we  wrong,  there  do  we  oftenest  hate. 

And  presently  he  '11  leave  me,  throw  me  by ; 

He  '11  never  come  again,  nor  ever  think  of  me. 

But  with  an  inward  sneer ;  perhaps,  he  '11  brag 

Of  how  he  found  Judge  Winthrop's  lady  easy. 

And  make  a  ribald  table  tale  of  me  I 

I  shall  go  mad ! 

[JS«/<T  Mart. 

What^  Mary,  are  you  there  ? 
Have  you  been  walking  ?    I  've  been  up,  and  stirring, 
With  the  early  bees ;  you  see  I  mend  apace  : 
The  morning  was  so  fedr,  and — and — my  spirits 
So  light  and  jojrful,  that  I  thought  I  'd  try 
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How  the  dewy  air  of  the  grey  hours  tasted ;  and — 
I  came  to  walk — 

[Enter  Winthbop. 

HABY. 

Why,  here 's  a  miracle ! 
Why,  brother,  here 's  our  Lady  Kunaway 
Turned  handmaid  to  the  early  morning  star, — 
First  gentlewoman  of  Aurora'6  bed-chamber. 
And  blushing  as  her  mistress. 

WINTHBOP. 

How  now,  wife ! 
What,  truant,  what!  steal  from  me  as  I  slept? 
What  shall  I  think  hath  lured  thee  from  my  bed  ? 
Why,  were  I  jealous,  such  imwonted  wakefulness 
Might  make  me  doubt — 

Doubt,  sir !  you — ^you — you  could  not. 

WINTHBOP, 

What,  will  you  answer  me  in  earnest  now  ? 
Yea  then,  I  swear,  I  saw  you  meet  the  man. 
And— 

Sir! 
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"WTNTTTROP. 

And  part  from  him— 


Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

How  merry  is  my  husband  this  fair  morning, 
To  jest  80  much  ere  breaking  of  his  fast ! 


KABT. 


Nay,  but  I  find  you  merrier  than  your  wont ; 
Do  you  not  notice,  brother,  in  her  eyes 
An  im accustomed  brightness,  and  a  colour 
More  red  than  usual  in  her  cheeks  ? 


WTiy  sure, 
You  would  not  have  me  rise  at  such  an  hour 
For  nothing  ?    Why,  the  profit 's  to  our  beauty. 
If,  ere  the  sim  gets  up,  we  cheerly  leave 
Our  dreaming  beds,  and  to  the  early  light, 
And  the  fresh  air,  and  sparkling  dews  of  morning, 
Commend  our  faces ;  what — you  see  your  homilies 
Are  not  lost  on  me ;    I  can  chatter,  too, 
On  wholesome  exercises  and  good  hours  ; 
Perhaps  you  thought  that,  being  city-bred, 
I  waa  incapable  of  all  this  wisdom  ? 
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MART. 


I  scarcely  thought  thee  apt  at  bo  much  mirth ; 
I  do  Dot  know  thee. 

AITNX. 

T  is  the  morning  sun. 
Math  touched  my  forehead,  and  upon  my  Hpirits 
Voriced  a  brisk  spell. 

WISTHKOP. 

Why,  be  it  what  it  will. 
That  to  thy  heart  brings  but  one  pleasant  fancy. 
It  has  my  thanks ;  for  still  thy  mirth  is  mine, 
Thy  pleasure  and  thy  joy  my  best  content. 
And  what  does  thee  a  good  does  me  a  thousand. 


fAifitU) —  O  Heaven '.  (Alouil) — Come,  I  must  t«styour 

lore  a  little ; 
f — Do^I  will  not. 

WIXTHBOP. 

What 's  the  matter,  wench  ? 


I  thought  to  have  asked  you,  since  your  love'n  no  great. 
A  proof  of  it. 


Now  shall  I  learn  to  wheedle 
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WINTHKOP. 

Learn  I  oh  you  're  perfect  all  of  ye  in  that ; 
Dame  Nature,  in  your  very  swaddling  clothes. 
Teaches  ye  that.     Come,  now,  what  is  it,  wife  ? 

ANNE. 

I  fear  you  will  deny  me. 

WINTHBOP. 

Nothing,  sweet. 
That  lies  within  my  compass.     WTiat  ? 


ANNE  (aside). 

My  eyes 
Are  filling  fast  with  tears ;  I  shall  betray  myself. 


WINTHROP. 

Come,  Anne,  take  heart,  —  do  I  deserve  this  pause  ? 

MARY. 

I  would  not  bargain  so  to  tax  thy  love. 

ANNE. 

No,  you  've  no  need.     I — I  would  have  some  money,- 

Sir — husband — I  have  need  of  such  a  sum 

As  I  most  fear  to  name — seven  hundred  pounds ! 

ICABY. 

Wilt  thou  build  churches  ?    This  is  wonderful  1 
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AXNE. 

Pray  do  not  question  me  for  what  I  want  this ; 
Pray  do  not  say  one  word  but  yea  or  nay ; 
Say  no,  I  cannot  have  it, — say  so  quickly ! 

wnrrHROP. 

Wife,  you  can  have  it ;  I  have  more  than  that 

Now  in  my  hands,  and  it  is  freely  yoiu^. 

I  do  not  ask  you  anything,  but  when 

You  please  to  tell  me  how  you  need  this  money, 

I  shall  be  glad  to  know  it.     Hitherto 

I  have  not  known  you  wasteful  or  imthrifty ; 

I  '11  think  you  have  good  cause  for  what  you  ask. 

And  mean  to  put  it  to  some  worthy  use. 

ANNS. 

This  is  too  much  I     I  will  not  take  it,  no. 

WUNTHKOP. 

Peace,  peace,  'tis  yours.     Here  is  the  key  of  my  chest, 

Take  that  thou  find'st  therein,  it  will  not  reach 

To  full  seven  hundred  pounds,  but  go  to  my  steward, 

And  bid  him  pay  the  rest  to  thee.    I  know 

It  is  to  do  some  holy  act  of  charity. 

Which  shall  buy  blessings  out  of  heaven  for  us, 

That  thou  desirest  this ;  it  could  not  be 

Else  that  thou  wert  so  close ; — give  me  a  kiss ! 
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For  I  must  ride  from  home  some  twenty  miles. 
And  shall  not  see  thee  for  a  day  and  night, 
So  bid  me  speed. 

MARY. 

Why,  Anne,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
You  're  growing  deadly  pale. 

ANNE. 

Oh,  stay  at  home ! 
Good  husband,  stay  at  home,  to-day,  at  least ! 
Oh,  I  beseech  thee  do  not  go  away ! 
No,  do  not  go  from  home  by  any  means ! 

WINTHBOP. 

Why,  this  is  stranger  than  all  things  beside  1 
Not  go  from  home  !  not  do  my  duty,  Anne  ! 
'T  is  not  the  first  time  that  I  have  been  called 
Unwillingly  enough,  for  a  space  to  leave  thee. 
But  never  yet  have  I  been  stayed  with  tears. 
And  wringing  hands. 

Pray,  do  not  go  !  pray,  do  not ! 

MARY. 

Why  say,  what  is  it?     Hast  thou  dreamt  of  him  ? 
Ill  chances  on  the  road?     Did  the  death-watch  tick? 
Or  did  your  woman  break  a  glass  last  night? 
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ANNE. 

Well,  I  am  mad  I  yet,  husband,  do  not  go  1 

WINTHROP. 

Pray,  Anne,  do  n't  try  my  virtue  in  this  fashion. 

'T  is  hard  enough  still  to  be  called  away 

From  you  and  home,  by  matters  that  in  nothing 

Touch  my  own  heart;  but  thus  to  have  thee  sue, 

And  hang  about  me,  and  weep  over  me, 

Why,  't  is  enough  to  melt  a  man's  soul  out  of  him. 

ANNE. 

I  cannot  help  it.     What,  can  you  not  stay  ? 

WINTHROP. 

So  little,  that  the  hour  is  even  now 

When  I  must  mount  my  horse ;  come,  walk  with  me 

To  the  gate. 

ANNE. 

Will  you  not  stay  ? 

WINTHROP. 

I  cannot,  Anne. 

ANNE  (aside), 

"T  was  the  last  hope,  and  I  had  clutched  at  it 
In  vain  I 
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KART. 

Oh,  come  1  I  see  't  is  I  must  play  the  hero. 
And  swear  to  guard  you  well  till  he  comes  home. 
There  shall  no  thief  come  in  at  our  door,  nor  lover 
At  our  windows,  brother,  and  so  go  in  peace; 
I  will  look  to  your  loving  wife  the  while. 


Scene  2. 

A  tavern  in  London. 
Wilton,  Mowbrat,  cmd  others  discovered  at  dice, 

MOWBRAT. 

WTio  saw  him  last  ? 

WILTON. 

Whom  ? 


MOWBRAT. 

WTiy,  the  pattern  man ; 
The  eleventh  commandment,  by  which  people  live 
In  London ;  the  Lord  Alford. 

WILTON. 

Bless  him ! 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

Three  days  since 
I  met  with  him,  passing  through  Austin  FriarR 
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He  was  in  grave  talk  with  an  Israelite ; 

I  feared  for  the  poor  circumcised  rascal ; 

I  thought  he  was  no  match  for  the  gentleman. 

WILTON. 

Well,  well,  revenges  will  be  had  some  day. 
And  justice  comes,  though  she  be  long  a-coming. 
They  say  he 's  steep'd  in  debts  to  the  very  lips ; 
An  I  were  his  creditor,  I  'd  be  like  him  i'  the  Bible, 
And  hold  him  by  the  throat  till  all  were  paid. 

MOWBRAY. 

His  estates  are  laden  with  more  mortgages 

Than  his  oaks  bear  apples ;  yet  he  ruffles  it 

For  ever  like  a  pageant  through  the  town. 

And  his  need  seems  costlier  than  most  men's  wealth. 

WILTOir. 

He  hath  means,  sir,  easy  means. 


XOWBRAT. 

Hush,  Wilton ! 

SECOND   OENTLEXAN. 

What, 
WTiat  means  hath  his  lordship  ? 


WILTON. 

Oh,  the  devil  knows ! 
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FIRST  GENTLEKAK. 

Why,  he 's  kept  by  half  a  score 
Of  loving  ladies  who  have  loving  lords ; 
He  borrows  from  their  husbands  several  ways ; 
He  will  not  starve  till  he  grows  old  or  ugly. 
Yonder  he  comes 

WILTON. 

Then  I  '11  begone.     I  love  not 
To  handle  dice  in  his  lordship's  company. 

[Exit  W1LT05. 

[Efiter  Lord  Alfobs. 

ALFORD. 

Good  morrow,  lads !     Ha,  still  at  the  old  work ! 
Who 's  winning,  and  who 's  losing  ?     Come,  I  '11  be 
One  of  ye.     Here  be  good  seven  hundred  pounds 
I  mean  to  lose,  or  double,  presently. 

MOWBRAY. 

That's  well,  for  Jew,  or  mistress  !     I  will  go 
Shares  in  your  lordship's  luck. 

FIRST  GE>'TLEMAN. 

Then  George  and  I 
Shall  be  your  adversaries : — now,  my  lord. 

ALFORD. 

WTio  saw  James  Forrester  to-day  ? — so — so — 
An  excellent  cast. 


I 
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MOWBRAY. 

I  did ;  in  merry  humour. 
Going  to  meet  his  brother,  the  new  baronet. 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

I  do  not  see  we  touch  that  bag  of  gold  yet ; 
Your  lordship  has  a  spell  for  the  dice,  I  think. 

ALFORD. 

Certainly,  sir,  I  have.     So  Sir  John  Forrester 
Comes  home  to-day,  does  he  ? 

MOWBRAT. 

E'en  now  he  should  be  landing. 

ALFORD. 

What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? — like  James  ? 

MOWBRAY. 

Not  much : 
Graver,  and  less  acquainted  with  the  world ; 
A  scholar,  and  a  single-hearted  man. 
Of  excellent  dispositions. 

ALFORD. 

Is  he  married  ? 

SECOND   GENTLEMAN. 

Oh,  no  !  he  never  found  that  perfect  lady 
That  he  could  love,  they  say. 
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ALFORD. 

Indeed  I     There 's  the  last  cast : 
That  finishes  the  game ; — good  sirs,  you're  conquered. 
I  beg  your  pardon  humbly.     Well,  this  gentleman^ 
He 's  got  this  title  lately  ? 

MOWBRAY. 

Aye — and  with  it 
A  fat  round  revenue  of  thirteen  thousands 
Per  year. 

ALFORD. 

That 's  too  much  for  a  bachelor. 
{Aside) — I  would  I  might  but  once  get  hold  of  him, 
Easy,  and  rich,  he  were  an  income  to  me ; 
Teaching  such  fools  experience,  we  do  give  them 
Their  money's  worth — wisdom,  that  pearl  of  price. 
For  what  all  wise  men  are  agreed  is  trash. 

lEnter  Servants,  carrying  in  trunks,  «ft».     A^ 
Sir  John  cnuf  Jakes  Forrestbb. 

JOHN. 

No,  no,  I  will  not  set  my  foot  again 

Upon  that  most  uneasy  cradle.     James, 

See  thou  to  the  rest ;  I  'm  no  more  for  the  water. 

My  head  is  rocking  yet;  I  '11  keep  the  ground. 

The  new-found  earth,  for  a  little  while. 
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JAMES. 

I  go. 
And  straight  am  back  to  you, — oh,  welcome  friend ! 

Dear  brother,  welcome  I 

[Exit. 

X0WBRA.T. 

Welcome  home  again, 
Worthy  Sir  John. 

PIBST  GEITTLEMAK. 

Good  sir,  I  greet  you  well ! 

SBCOITD  GENTLEMAN. 

You  're  very  welcome  back  to  England,  sir  I 

JOHN. 

Thank  you,  good  gentlemen !  your  courtesy 
Is  very  gratefully  received  by  me : 
And  'tis  a  happiness  indeed,  once  more. 
To  hear  the  pleasant  tongue  my  mother  spoke, 

» 

And  grasp  an  Englishman  again  by  the  hand. 

ALFOBO. 

May  I  take  leave  to  bid  you  welcome,  sir, 
To  your  own  country ;  wealthier,  and  more  noble, 
In  the  world's  common  use  of  speech ;  but  neither 
To  those  who  knew  your  worth  and  true  nobility. 

EOREESTEfi. 

Lord  Alford,  as  I  think  ? 
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ALFORD. 

The  same. 

FORRESTER. 

My  lord. 
Your  speech  would  make  me  blush,  but  that  I  know 
T  is  a  mere  fashion  thus  to  praise  demerit, 
And  courtesy,  rather  than  truth,  is  thanked  for  it, 

ALFORD. 

Sir,  I  have  long  desired  much  to  know  you. 

FORRESTER. 

Your  lordship  does  me  honour. 

ALFORD. 

Not  a  whit ; 
Myself  much  pleasure.     Shall  we  sit,  good  sir? 
They  may  be  tedious  landing  of  your  goods. 
You  're  doubtless  weary  ? 

FORRESTER. 

WTiy,  I  thought  I  was, 
Till  from  the  main  into  the  river's  course, 
SwoU'n  with  the  briny  mingling  of  the  sea. 
We  turned  our  prow ;  then,  as  the  morning  broke 
Upon  the  narrowing  stream,  and  from  each  shore 
L^p  drew  the  misty  curtains  of  the  night. 
My  senses,  challenged  by  each  several  object 
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Of  welcome  aght  and  sound,  and  smell  of  land. 
Grew  brisic  &nd  wakeful ;  and  the  kindly  greeting 
That  met  me  here  has  given  me  rest  already. 
Refreshing  me  with  pleasure  and  content. 

XOWBBAT. 

Well  take  onr  leave  awhile ;  hereafter,  sir, 
Ve  shall  be  proud  to  wait  upon  yoiir  leisure. 

lEieml  MowBBiT  and  Gaditmen. 

ALFORK. 

Metkinks  good  Master  James  has  a  long  task ; 
Ho«  »hall  we  waste  the  time  ?   Oh  I  here  be  dice — 
D*  je  play  ? 


Xo,  pardon  me,  I  have  not  touched 
A  die  for  monv  touii. 


Rare  abatiDeDce '.  a  tow,  perhaps-  ? 

FOBUtnzR. 

^■^f^  K,  my  lord,  a  vow.     When  hut  a  V>y, 
'  ihrev,  and  won  at  onoe  to  lar:^  a  rtake, 
"M  I  thought  the  devil  mu=t  be  tiribiUK  mf. 
^"u  ill  course:  and  though  so  much  the  gain'rr, 
I  BtTer  atace  h*re  given  him  leave  to  t«ut|it  uie. 
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ALFORD. 

{Aside) — ^This  is  some  man  come  from  before  the  flood : 
Who  ever  heard  the  like  ?     {Aloud) — ^Oh  1   you  're  to 

blame, 
I  find  these  little  squares  rare  playfellows ; 
Your  brother  loves  them  well. 

FORBX8TSB. 

I  fear,  too  welL 

[Lord  Alfobd  drops  the  dice ;  in  stooping  to  pidt 
.    them  up  a  picture  falls  frofn  his  dress;   SiB 
John  Forbesteb  picks  it  up. 

You  have  dropped  something,  sir ;  how  beautiful  1  — 
Pray  pardon  me,  my  lord. 

ALFORD. 

Nay,  look  at  it 
As  much  as  you  will :  d'  ye  think  it  fair  ? 

FORRESTER. 

Oh,  rare ! 
Most  rare  !  you  must  forgive  me,  my  good  lord, — 
Is  there  indeed  a  woman  like  to  this  ? 
Or  is 't  a  cimning  sport  of  the  painter's  fancy  ? 
It  were  great  happiness  to  dream  this  face. 

ALFORD. 

Sir,  't  is  no  dream,  but  an  indifferent  copy 

Of  a  lady's  face,  whom  I  am  well  acquainted  with. 
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PORRESTER. 

You  know  her  ? 

ALFORD. 

Very  well. 

FORRESTER. 

And  is  it  possible 
She  is  as  fair  as  this  ? 

ALFORD. 

As  much  more  fair 
As  life  to  deaths  and  nature's  workmanship. 
To  the  poor  mimicry  of  art.     These  eyes. 
And  brows ;  that  rosy  mouth,  and  golden  hair. 
Are  barren  truths,  which  in  the  real  woman, 
Inform'd  by  the  light  of  life's  most  subtle  magic, 
Become  transfigured  to  a  thing  divine. 

FORRESTER. 

I  can  believe  it ;  here  it  is,  my  Lord. 

ALFORD. 

Nay,  do  not  stint  yourself,  if  it  pleases  you ; — 
Are  you  satisfied  with  gazing  ? 

FORRESTER  (retaining  the  picture  and  looking  at  it), 

'T  were  unsafe 
Much  longer  to  indulge  such  contemplation — 
It  seems  to  grow  alive  while  I  look  at  it. 

H 
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ALFORD. 

Why  80  it  might.    Would  you  caxe  to  know  this  lady? 

FORRESIEB. 

I  hardly  care  to  own  how  much ;  you  11  laugh. 
And  I  feel  as  if  a  witchcraft  had  possessed  me. 
It  is  most  strange,  but  from  these  eyes  a  spell 
Unutterable — a  sudden,  irresistible  charm 
Has  seized  upon  my  fancy ;  I  shall  offend  you. 
But  I  'd  give — ^I  know  not  what — ^to  know  her. 

ALFORD  (aside). 

Oh  ho !  there  is  a  right  string  after  all 
To  make  the  puppet  dance ;  why,  she  shall  do  it. 
(Aloxul) — Don't  break  your  heart;  I  think  that  I  can  say 
You  shall  see  her. 

FORRESTER. 

How! 

ALFORD. 

And  yet  not  pay  that  price — 
I  mean  *  you  know  not  what' — for  the  privilege- 
She  might  prove  a  dear  beauty  at  that  rate. 

FORRESTER, 

How  say  you  ? 
That  I  may  see  this  lady  ? 
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ALFOBD. 

Certainly ; 
And  know  her,  and  converse  with  her,  and  more 
If  it  so  like  you. 

FOBBESTEB. 

Indeed !  I  'm  sorry  for  it  I 


Sorry!  for  what? 


ALFOBD. 
FOBBESTEB. 

That  she  is  such  an  one, 
Methinks  there  shines  a  spirit  in  this  face 
Of  inward  purity ;  how  sweet  and  sad 
It  is  !  Surely  those  heavenly  eyes  are  not 
Lights  that  betray  men's  souls  ! 

ALFOBB. 

I  cry  your  mercy ! 
Perhaps  you  have  a  vow  too  against  this, 
And  will  not  go  with  me  to  see  this  lady  ? 

FOBBESTEB. 

I  've  no  such  virtue  in  me  I  confess, 

But  will  be  bounden  to  you  to  fulfil 

Your  promise  to  me.     That  fair  countenance 

Hath  laid  fast  hold  of  my  fancy.     If  that  woman 

Has  a  price— which  yet 't  is  pity  that  she  has  I — 

H2 
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Though  'twere  my  best  estate  I  think  I'd  give  it 
To  buy  her  favour 

ALFOBD. 

Good  Sir  John,  to-morrow 
You  shall  strike  your  bargain  for  yourself. 

FORRESTER. 

To-morrow ! 
I  did  not  think  my  first  half  day  in  England 
Could  have  seem'd  so  long 

ALFORD. 

See,  where  your  brother  comes. 
Let  us  go  meet  him. 

FORRESTER  (returning  the  pictitre). 

You  will  certainly 
To-morrow  let  me  see  her  ? 

ALFORD 

Certainly 
And  if  your  speed  in  wooing  match  my  wishes, 
To-morrow  you  may  call  that  lady  yours. 
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i 


Scene  3. 

AxN£'#  bedroom :  she  is  discovered  at  the  window. 

ANNE. 

The  day  goos  down,  and  darkness  comes  apace, 

To  muffle  up  the  wickedness  and  woe 

That  the  li^^ht  looks  on«     0  that  never  more 

Morning  might  rise  upon  the  earth  I  that  this 

'■'a^t  jpithering  gloom  might  henceforth  shroud  the  world, 

*^Uti  «Tap  my  shame  and  sorrow  up  for  ever ! 

»*it  the  hours  will  go  upon  their  ceaseless  errand; 

*  *^e  night  will  fold  her  wings,  and  rising  up 

'-*^rt  on  the  earth  a  new-hatch'd  day  of  misery. 

'^^ii  I  muiit  wake  from  sleep,  and  feel  my  heart 

^  *^itcliM  bv  remorse  and  fear  ere  well  I  wake; 

^^y  dihuial  and  inseparable  fellows, 

^^^ot  8till  lie  down,  and  still  rise  up  with  me. 

■^*^  I  am  strong  and  young  — great  God  I — and  I 

'  ^Uj9t  lire  through  many,  many,  many  days, 

^^fore  I  die  I     Far  down  through  the  darkening  firld? 

*^**f?  river  runs ;  deep,  deep,  and  fast  it  runs, 

*^t^cl  underneath  each  wave  of  it  there  lies 

*^  ItHl  for  death.     A  moaning  voice  comes  to  me, 

^^Uing  me  to  lie  down  and  sleep  beneath 

^*Viat  glauj  oorerlid — it  were  soon  done. 
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No  more  to  fear ;  no  more  to  think  and  suffer ; 

No  more  to  know ;  no  more  to  recollect. 

0  blessed  fate !  no  more  to  recollect ! 

1 11  do  it :  it  grows  night — no  one  will  see  me ; 

And  far,  far,  when  the  cruel  morning  breaks. 

My  body  will  go  tumbling  on  the  waters 

To  the  great  sea — and  where  shall  be  my  soul  ? 

0  terrible  thought !  I  shall  not  die  in  drowning, 

'T  is  not  my  body  suffers  and  remembers ; 

It  is  my  soul,  and  that  shall  live  for  ever  1 

Perchance,  too,  as  I  leapt  into  the  waters 

The  love  of  life  might  rush  into  my  heart ; 

And  while  the  choking  waves  were  smothering  me. 

The  sun,  the  light,  might  rise  before  my  eyes. 

And  I  might  long  to  live ;  and  if  I  call'd, 

'T  is  night,  and  none  would  hear :  my  husband  *s  far, 

And  he  is  far.     Oh,  my  heart  dies  away, 

To  think  of  him  whom  I  did  love  so  madly. 

Whom  now  I  fear  and  loathe  so  utterlv ! — 

There  was  a  sound  without !    Sure  I  heard  footsteps, 

And  a  rustling  motion  near, —  0  Heaven  I  'tis  he. 

Ob,  I  am  sick  with  horror! 

[jEnter  at  the  window  Alfobd. 

ALFORD. 

Ha,  fair  mistress  I 
You  look'd  like  a  star  in  the  grey  evening  light ; 
You  tremble,  lady. 
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AiriTE. 

You — ^you  make  me  shudder. 

ALFORD. 

Shudder — that 's  ccld  I  trembling  is  not  so  cold : 
You  used  to  tremble  when  I  met  you  first, 
When  first  we  spake,  when  first  our  fingers  clasp'd ; 
But  that  was  trembling  full  of  blushes, — warm. 
And  not  like  this  cold  loathing  death  shiver. 
What,  you  're  not  merry !     What  'a  the  matter,  sweet- 
heart? 

I  am  not  merry  1  faith,  't  is  strange  I  am  not. 
Having  such  cause  !  here  do  I  stand  beside 
My  husband's  bed ;  here,  in  this  sacred  chamber. 
To  marriage  vows  holy  and  dedicate ; 
I,  the  most  foul  and  falsest  wife  alive, 
And  you,  whose  arts  have  made  me  what  I  am, 
The  wretch,  the  creeping,  starting j  guilty  wretch — 
In  feith,  't  is  strange  I  am  not  merrier  ! 

ALFORD. 

Why  come,  you  please  me  better  now, — that 's  right  I 
I  love  to  hear  you  talk,  't  will  ease  your  heart  too ; 
And  for  my  part,  I  am  willing  to  be  rail'd  at. 
Luckily,  ladies'  scolding  breaks  no  bones, 
I  should  have  scarcely  had  a  whole  one  else 
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Anon  you  '11  fall  to  weeping  and  be  well : 
Come,  IB  it  over  ? 

ANNE. 

Give  me  patience,  Heaven  I 
To  think  is  madness  I  —  I,  that  was  once  so  happy, 
So  good,  so  fair,  so  innocent,  —  and  now  1 
And  dost  thou  never  think  ?  hast  thou  no  moment^ 
Not  given  up  to  wickedness,  when  thought 
Lays  hold  of  thee  ?     Dost  thou  sometimes  remember. 
In  the  night,  when  sleep  neglects  to  visit  thee. 
Or  in  some  sudden  pauses  of  thy  passions. 
Dost  thou  sometimes  remember  what  I  was, 
And  what  thou  'st  made  me  ? 

ALFORD. 

We  've  been  often  happy 
Together,  I  remember  that. 

ANNE. 

Oh,  never ! 
Never,  so  hear  me  God  I  have  I  been  happy, 
While  sinning  with  thee.    One  distracted  dream 
Of  passion,  and  of  guilt,  of  wild  delusion 
And  horrible  remorse,  and  clinging  dread. 
Of  shame,  that  eats  into  my  very  soul, 
This  has  been  all  my  happiness  with  thee ; 
The  damned  need  not  have  envied  it  1 
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ILPOKD. 

Come,  come ; 
Vou  have  left  out  some  pleasant  hours  we  Ve  had. 
I  thought  them  pleasant,  so  did  70U  too  ODce. 


Utter  them  not!     Yet  are  they  register'd 

Etemall;  in  the  great  doomsday  hook ; 

Thence  can  no  tears  or  prayers  wipe  them  away ; 

Tlit-y  're  there, — and  thou  and  I  shall  read  them  there. 

Before  the  whole  assembled  universe, 

I'pon  the  judgment  day. 


Why,  so  we  shall  then : 
Id  the  meantime,  since  neither  tears  nor  prayers 
l*ui  wipe  them  out,  think  thou  no  more  of  them, 
Kut  rather  let  us  study  to  make  sweet 
Ttiisi  pli-asant  present  life,  nor  heed  the  next. 
I^avtf  walkiiig  up  and  down  so  hurriedly. 

A.tNE. 

Alan ;  't  i«  thus  with  me  for  ever !  rest 
'  know  Dut,  sare  in  constant  restlesaQess, 
^'or  joy  save  in  my  tears,  nor  hope,  save  in 
^ly  deep  despair. 

ALFORD. 

C'umo  sit  ye  down  by  me. 
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ANNE. 

Oh,  leave  me !  do  not  touch  me,  Alford  1     I  know 

Your  little  hour  of  love  for  me  is  past : 

You  have  possess'd  me,  you  have  conquer'd  me ; 

Such  beauty  as  I  had  has  been  your  prize ; 

My  virtue  and  my  peace  are  all  your  booty ; 

Your  triumph  's  full, —  you've  done  with  me;  formercj 

Have  done  with  me  indeed !  and  never  more 

Come  hither  where  there  's  nothing  left  to  tempt  you; 

Oh,  let  me  go ! 

ALFORD. 

Come,  come,  I  say  you  shall ; 
What,  coy  with  me  ?  oh,  pshaw !  't  is  past  the  time. 
Sit  down :  I  've  something  I  would  say  to  you. 


ANNE. 

Be  brief,  or  I  shall  grow  to  stone. 


ALFORD. 

'T  is  pity  now 
That  you  should  weep  so  much ;  your  eyes  were  brigtt 
When  first  I  saw  them — they  were  like  the  stars. 


ANNE. 

Have  pity  on  me,  Alford ! 
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▲LTOBB. 

Theo  yonr  hair  — 
It  was  not  wont  to  hang  disheveird  thus : 
Fie  I  it  looks  slovenly ;  where  are  the  braids. 
The  golden  links,  the  shining  glossy  curls. 
The  billowy,  glorious  waves  of  floating  hair. 
That  caught  my  bmcj  ? 

You  are  mocking 
*  am  so  miserable — I  know  you  are ; 
^^d  yet,  I  cannot  think  why  you  should  torture  me 
^  cruelly. 

\STiy,  you  were  wont  to  be  so  brave, 
^*hat  none  came  near  you  in  your  costliness; 
I  *<i  have  you  be  the  woman  that  you  were. 


iftr 


Make  me  that  woman,  thou  who  hast  unmade  me ; 
^  it,  oh,  do  it,  if  thou  canst! 

ALPORDl 

Nay,  hear  me. 
I  'd  have  you  look  the  laughing,  lovely  dame. 
That  once  you  looked. 
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ANNE. 

Wherefore  ? 


ALFORD. 

You  're  fair  enough 

Yet  to  catch  hearts. 

ANNE. 

What  mean  you  ? 

ALFORD. 

And  although 
We  two  be  no  more  lovers,  there  be  some 
Who  would  give  much  to  win  your  favour,  lady. 

ANNE. 

If  thou  wouldst  have  me  not  go  mad  at  once, 
Look  not,  and  speak  not  thus,  but  let  me  go ! 

ALFORD. 

No,  no,  you  shall  not  go.     I  am  a  suitor  to  you ; 
Not  for  myself  indeed,  yet  I  have  hope 
That  as  I  once  prevail'd,  another  may 
Prevail,  for  my  sake,  with  you. 


ANNK. 

AMiat? 


J 
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ALFORI). 


Have  patience ! 


I  ^ill  not  hear  I 


ANXE. 


ALFORD. 


Oh  yes,  you  will,  and  do  it  : 
hearken  now,  and  leave  this  fooling,  mistress ! 
f    Isave  a  friend,  a  man  whom  I  know  well, 
w  «  a  large  fortime, — do  you  hear  me  ? 


Yes. 


IXFORD. 


U,  then,  you  know  that  I  have  no  estate, 
^  <^hing  wherewith  t'  uphold  the  goodly  show 
^^ttke,  aave  debts  that  have  been  made  by  it. 
u  know  this. 


I 


ASSE. 

Yes. 

ALFoaa 

Good  now,  here 's  this  to  do : 
^^^'Ceive  this  man,  this  fool,  this  friend  of  mine. 
'  ^'^rt  not !  bat  hear  me :  he  is  mad  for  thee ! 
^  goudly  fellow  too,  handsome,  and  tall ; 
^Qis  shall  advantage  thee,  and  from  his  wealth 
^«  will  together  dimw  advantages ; 
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For  the  which  thou  'It  pay  him  in  the  easy  coin 

Of  kisses^  and  sweet  looks.  WTiat,  hast  thou  heard  me  ? — 

Art  deaf?  art  dumb  ?  art  stone  ?  art  dead  ? 

OGod! 
I  'm  choking  1     Can  I  not  get  from  hence !  0  Alford  I 
Upon  my  knees,  I  beg,  I  do  implore  thee. 
Make  me  not  do  this  horrible  wickedness ! 
By  all  that  I  have  sacrificed  to  thee. 
By  any  hope  of  good,  or  fear  of  evil, 
Thou  mayst  acknowledge,  make  me  not  do  this. 
I,  whom  thou  once  didst  feign  to  love  and  worship ; 
I  kiss  thy  feet,  trample  upon  me,  kill  me. 
Spit  on  me,  spurn  me,  only  spare  me  this  I 

ALFORD. 

Go  to !  you  're  mad  I     Get  up  and  listen  to  me ! 
WTiat  more  in  loving  him  than  loving  me  ? 

But  him  I  do  not  know. 

ALFORD. 

Pshaw!  nevermind; 
You  '11  make  acquaintance  with  him  presently. 

ANNE. 

Hear  me,  you  man  I     I  'm  an  adulteress, 
A  branded  thing,  for  honest  men  to  scorn. 
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And  true  vires  to  C17  out  on^    This  I  know ; 
I  do  not  wink  «t  miQe  iniquity, 
It  glares  upon  me  f\i\\,  and  it  ia  monstrous  I 
But,  if  thou  deem'st  I  am  that  shameless  creature^ 
To  turn  from  man  to  man,  and  sell  my  hody 
For  price  of  money,  't  is  not  so  I  tell  thee ! 
I  loved  thee,  idiot  I  idiot  that  I  was ! 
But  I  am  not  a  common  harlot  yet  I 


Another  storm,  and  then  another  shower. 
And  then  a  little  while  of  suony  weather. 
What  dost  thou  think  that  I  intend  to  do. 
If  thou  deniest  me  ? 


Do  thy  worst,  and  spare  not 
Thou  It  tell  my  husband — nay,  I  'II  he  hefore  thee. 
Ix't  him  but  once  return,  and  I  lay  down 
7*be  heavy  load  of  all  my  sins  before  him ; 
If  he  do  strike  me  dead,  I'll  bless  him  for't 

ALTORP. 

And  leave  him,  too,  a  fair  inheritance, 

A  goodly  name  thro'  all  the  country  side, 

A  precious  title  added  to  his  Judgeship. 

Now,  I  am  not  so  high  heroical 

To  wish  your  husband's  fair  fame  branded  thui ; 
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Methinks  't  were  pity  that  the  good  Judge  Winthrop 
Should  be  a  scoffiug  mark  in  the  public  streets. 
And  tho'  if  you  were  dead,  you  might  not  hear  it; 
You  leave  your  husband  but  an  ugly  name. 

0  God,  preserve  me !  I  shall  sure  run  mad. 
What  will  become  of  me  ? 

ALFORD. 

Oh,  why  you  '11  be 
The  whole  world's  wonder  for  your  truth-telling. 

ANXK. 

Devil !  be  quick  and  say  what  I  must  do  ? 

ALFORD. 

Write  straight,  and  hither  bid  this  gentleman. 
When  must  I  bid  him  ? 

ALFORD. 

Bid  him  come  to-morrow. 
How  must  he  come  ? 
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ALFORD. 

Oh,  by  our  own  old  way — 
The  yew-tree  path,  by  the  mossy  orchard  wall. 

AJKKR. 

Shall  he  come  that  way  ?  and  will  you  show  it  him  ? 

ALFORD. 

I  will ;  and  now  that  you  're  so  reasonable, 

I  will  do  more.     He  does  not  know  your  name, 

Nor  who  you  are,  nor  aught  concerning  you ; 

I  '11  bring  him  blindfold  hither,  and  if  you 

Keep  your  own  counsel,  your  good  name  may  stand 

As  fair  as  ever.     So  farewell  I 

I  thank  you. 
[She  faints  on  the  ground :  he  goes  out. 


END   OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT   IV. 

Scene  1. 

Anne's  bedchamber — early  morning.    She  is  lying  asleep  on  the  bed 

ANNK 

Oh,  mercy,  husband,  mercy  I  do  not  murder  me  ! 

Alford,  help,  help  ine — I  am  drowning !     Oh, 

Thank  Heaven !  thank  Heaven  !  I  am  awake — alive. 

My  husband  does  not  know ;  I  am  not  drowning ; 

'T  is  daylight  once  again,  and  all  is  well. 

That 's  false — all  is  not  well ;  I  know  it  is  not. 

Yet  do  not  recollect  what  is  amiss. 

Let 's  see — let 's  see  I     I  dreamt  my  husband  came. 

And  frowning,  thrust  a  knife  into  my  heart. 

I  felt  the  cold  sharp  point  of  the  steel  go  thro'  mr^, 

And  then  a  heap  of  rushing  waves  came  over  me. 

And  I  was  choking — and  upon  the  bank 

There  stood  a  devil  laughing,  with  the  eyes 

Of — of — ^why,  what  ?  was  he  not  here  last  night  ? 

Last  night !    Was  that  a  dream  ?    Stood  I  not  here, 

Lost  in  tremendous  thoughts  of  sin  and  death. 

And  came  there  not  that  man  —  that  devil  — who  bad* 

me 
Stoop  to  the  vilest  shame  that  ere  tongue  utter'd. 
Or  thought  conceived  ?     \Miy,  was  that  true  indeed  I 
Did  I  consent,  is 't  possible  I  did  ! 
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Is 't  possible,  that  here — that  now — e'en  now — 
He  may  be  coming, — nay,  he  may  be  come  I 
Oh !  no,  no,  never !  no,  it  is  not  true ; 
It  was  some  hideous  fancy,  which  in  the  night 
Took  up  the  wretched  dreamings  of  the  day. 
And  wrought  it  into  shape.     0  Heaven !  nor  night 
Nor  day  to  taste  of  rest  I  but  this  most  certainly 
Was  a  bad  dream — no  doubt,  an  evil  dream. 
Nought  else — nought  else. 

[<S^  goei  to  the  window:  enter  Snt  John  Fomibster. 

Oh,  God  I  no !  it  was  true* 

FORRESTER. 

I  come  not  unexpected,  nor  unbidden, 
O  fairest  lady !  wherefore  start  you,  then  ? 
See,  in  my  hand  I  hold  the  gracious  words 
That  gave  me  leave  to  look  upon  your  beauty, 
And  make  my  eyes  and  heart  its  slaves  for  ever. 


AJHTE. 

Where  am  I  fallen  ! 


PORRESTEB. 

Oh,  turn  not  thus  away  I 
In  nought  have  I  deserved  such  cold  reproof. 
Save  daring  to  admire  you ;  yet  yourself 
In  gentle  bidding  writ  that  I  should  come. 
And  I  have  flown.     Nor  was  your  best  forgotten ; 
I  have  not  raised  audacious  hands,  to  draw 
The  curtain  you  have  folded  round  yourself; 

X  2 


116  AN  ENGLISH  TKAGBDT.  Act  IV. 
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Blindfold,  e'en  as  you  bade,  I  here  was  brought ; 

I  do  not  know  the  happy  path  that  leads 

To  where  you  dwell, — I  do  not  know  your  name. 

Nor  e'en  the  very  house  that  holds  you ; — now. 

This  instant,  in  a  chamber  close  at  hand. 

Were  my  eyes  loosed  from  this  enforced  darkness. 

And  I  stand  dazzled  as  before  the  sun. 

Look  on  me,  lovely  lady,  that  I  may 

Beheve  the  image  stamp'd  upon  my  heart, 

From  the  cold  tablet  of  your  counterfeit 

ANNE. 

I  cannot  breathe, — I  sink  with  shame  I 

FORRESTER. 

'T  is  strange, 
So  coy  a  bearing !     Nay,  I  woo  too  coldly ; 
And  in  your  heart  I  know  you  laugh  at  me. 
That  I  stand  tamely  gazing  at  you  thus, 
Nor  seek  to  win  you  to  a  softer  mood. 
With  more  importunate  wooing.     Come,  be  kind 
As  you  are  fair,  nor  with  cold  winter  now 
Freeze  up  the  hopes  yourself  have  made  to  spring ; 
You  did  not  summon  me  to  mock  at  me. 
Sweet  one  I  let  me  touch  your  hand — 


A17NE. 

O  Heaven! 

Stand  from  me  1  let  me  go  1 
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POBRESTEB. 

How  now,  fair  dame  ? 

ANNE. 

For  mercy's  sake,  sir  ! 

FOBBESTEB. 

Trembling,  and  in  tears ! 

ANins. 
If  you  have  yet  a  mother,  for  her  sake ! 
If  you  Ve  a  virtuous  sister ! 


FOBBESTEB. 

Why,  what 's  here ! 
Upon  your  finger  a  ring — a  wedding  ring  I 
Your  gay  attire,  your  blooming  youth,  forbid 
To  think  you  are  a  widow ; — is  it  possible 
You  are — ? 

ANNE. 

A  wife  I  a  wicked,  wicked  wife ! 
The  shame  and  curse  of  a  trusting  noble  husband. 
O  sir,  if  ever  in  your  heart  you  held 
The  image  of  a  chaste  and  holy  woman. 
If  yet  the  honour'd  life  or  memory 
Of  her  who  bore  you  lives  within  your  mind, 
If  ever  you  desire  to  win  a  wife. 
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Whose  love  shall  be  a  sacred  sanctuary. 

Open  tx)  you  alone ; — ^if  e'er  in  woman 

You  hope  for  honour  or  for  happiness. 

Now  turn  from  this  foul  suit,  nor  seek  to  sink 

Yet  deeper  in  iniquity  a  wretch 

So  lost  as  I !— for  manhood's  sake  forbear ! 

Stretch  not  the  advantage  that  you  have  o'er  me; 

Have  pity,  sir  I  have  pity  I 

FORRESTER. 

How  deep  we  go 
In  the  first  step  we  take  in  sin,  we  know  not. 
Rise,  lady  I  nor  to  such  humility 
Stoop  that  fair  form.     What  shall  I  say  to  you  ? 
You  have  no  need  to  pray  me  to  forbear ; 
Were  you  the  fairest  she  that  ever  lived. 
And  I  more  madly  lost  in  love  with  you, 
Than  ever  man  with  woman  was  before. 
Here  is  a  spell  of  power  to  exorcise 
The  devil  of  unchaste  thoughts  and  wild  desires. 
And  make  me  blush  I  ever  had  such  toward  you. 
And  did  the  fellow  of  this  wedded  hand 
Write  this  ? 

ANNE. 

Nay,  I  will  tell  you  all, — yes,  all. 
And  trust  your  nobleness  to  pity  me. 
The  man  that  brought  you  here  found  in  my  heart 
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An  evil  spot,  which  he  hath  spread  so  large. 

That  *t  is  a  plague  infecting  my  whole  body. 

From  the  chaste  duties  of  a  wife  I  fell. 

Lured  by  his  arts,  therefore  I  stand  before  you, 

Bow^d  down  with  shame,  with  sorrow,  and  repentance. 

i )  worthy  sir,  forbear  to  spit  on  me. 

But  leaTe  me  mercifully,  and  forget 

That  e'er  you  saw  or  spoke  with  such  a  creature. 

FORRESTER. 

I)ouble-dyed  villain !  but  that  dear  respect 

()f  you  and  your  sad  secret  hold  me  back, 

I  would  requite  these  goodly  dealings  presently. 

IXKE. 

Kor  Heaven's  sake  do  not  so !     My  husband  yet 
IvQows  not  my  guilt;  and  in  the  world's  eye  still 
I    am  honoured ;  do  not  tear  away  the  veil 
l^hat  keeps  me  from  one  universal  hiss ; 
2*>»y  nothing, — oh,  say  nothing,  but  begone ! 

FORRESTER. 

I     will  begone :  I  now  perceive  how  far 
1*he  giving  way  to  a  licentious  wish 
flight  have  betrayM  me  into  sinning.     Madam, 
V^our  beauty,  which  awoke  those  thoughts  in  me, 
^^ow  teaches  me  to  feel  you  have  but  stray'd 

I  lito  sin's  confines,  and  will  straight  turn  back  ; 

I*^or  good  is  sure  your  projier  element. 


\ 
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You  were  not  deck'd  thus  rarely,  to  become 

A  snare  to  those  who  look  on  you,  but  rather. 

Believe  it,  and  return  to  your  right  oflSce, 

To  make  all  men  in  love  with  excellence. 

Made  £sdrer  by  your  perfect  loveliness. 

Pardon  me,  gentle  lady !  but  these  tears, 

These  gracious  drops,  now  falling  from  your  eyes. 

Make  bold  my  heart  with  virtuous  love  for  you. 

Oh,  trust  your  husband  I  do  not  any  more 

Deceive  him,  but  with  noble  courage,  seek 

Forgiveness  first  from  him,  and  then  from  Heaven. 

Farewell,  for  ever  !  as  I  came,  I  go  : 

To  the  detested  guidance  of  your  enemy 

I  must  commit  myself,  and  bear  awhile 

His  fellowship,  with  what  patience  I  best  may. 

Blindfold,  I  will  retrace  my  steps,  nor  seek 

To  know  aught  more  than  you  have  deign'd  to  tell  me. 

And  be  you  sure  of  this,  if  e'er  hereafter 

I  should  encounter  you,  here  or  elsewhere — 

As  such  a  chance,  perhaps,  might  yet  befall  me — 

Neither  by  word,  or  look,  or  slightest  sign, 

Shall  you  be  made  to  recollect  by  me 

That  ever  I  beheld  your  face  before. 

And  so,  farewell ! 

ANNE.' 

The  blessings  of  a  soul 
Tum'd  back  from  sinning,  dwell  with  you  for  ever ! 

[JExU  FoRRESTEB.     Scene  chtmges. 
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Scene  2. 

Garden  of  Jnndge  Wintiieop's  howe.    Mart  diacovered, 

KABT. 

The  blossoms  are  all  gone, — how  soon  they  pass'd  ! 

And  now  already  can  I  spy  the  round 

And  downy  shape  of  the  half-formed  fruit. 

It  looks  no  more  so  fair,  nor  smells  eo  sweet. 

Yet  it  has  grown  more  worth  ;  and  the  husbandman. 

Tells  how  the  promise  of  the  flowers  was  true. 

Methinks  this  tree  speaks  as  a  living  voice. 

And  such  a  lesson  as  a  maid  may  hearken  to. 

Who  loves  and  dreams  of  marriage.     It  is  now 

With  us,  in  our  sweet  hopes,  and  happy  dreams. 

The  very  hour  of  pleasant  blossoming. 

Love,  joy,  and  youth,  within  oiu*  bosoms  make 

A  sunny  May-day ;  but  the  tree  is  full. 

Full  flush'd  with  flowers,  all  open,  all  wide  blown. 

Then  what  comes  next  ?  that  they  must  fell, — 'tis  pity ! 

So  turn  we  to  the  graver  days  of  life. 

Full  of  the  sober  happiness  of  duty ; 

And  in  the  ripening  sun  of  time,  we  grow 

To  a  goodly  prosperous  autumn, — and  what  then  ? 

Shall  it  be  winter  ever  in  our  hearts  ? 

O  tree  1  how  soon  thou  hast  shed  thy  pleasant  crown. 

Which,  ere  thou  wear  again,  thy  fruit  must  drop. 

Thy  leaves  grow  withered,  and  thy  sap  run  cold. 
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And  thou  be  pinch 'd  in  a  stern  and  barren  winter. 

But  not  to  such  conclusion  need  we  come, 

While  Love's  sweet  flower  yet  lives  within  our  hearts. 

And  all  our  mellow  golden  autumn  fruits 

Are  stored  for  the  empty  days  which  we  will  fill 

With  happy  memories  and  blessed  hopes. 

[£iUer  a  ServoML 

SERVANT. 

Madam,  from  the  fern  knoll  I  can  see  Eustace 
Hard  riding  to  the  house ;  the  post  is  in. 

IRritServoiU. 

MART. 

Oh,  he  brings  letters  !     Oh,  he  is  too  happy. 
To  hold  in  his  hands  the  precious  words  of  love 
That  make  my  heart  dance  I 

[Enter  Anne. 

ANNE. 

Here 's  your  letter,  Mary. 
Oh,  how  your  blood  reads  from  your  cheek  this  writing  I 
Will  you  not  look  inside  ? 

IfARY. 

I  am  afraid ; 
The  sight  of  the  mere  paper  is  a  blessing, 
But  what's  within  I  know  not. 
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Shall  I  read  it 
For  you  ? 

MABT. 

No,  you  shall  not, — I  thank  you. 

ASSE. 

Here 's  one  for  my  husband,  in  a  character 
I  do  not  know,  —  and  here  is  one  from  him. 

MABT  (reading  her  letter). 

O  Heavens  I 

ANVE  (reading  her  letter). 
What 's  the  matter  ?    Why,  my  husband 
Must  be  e'en  now  at  the  gates ;  for  this  was  writ 
Yesterday,  saying  that  he  comes  to-morrow. 
By  early  morning ; — what 's  the  matter,  Mary  ? 
Ill  news  ?  say,  dear, — ^is  Master  Forrester  sick  ? 
Hath  aught  be£Edlen  him  ? 

MABT. 

Oh,  me  I  that  ever 
We  should  let  steal  our  hearts  out  of  our  breasts. 
And  trust  1;hem  in  such  cruel,  careless  keeping ! 
Thoughtless  and  thriftless  I 

ANNE. 

What? 
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XART. 

He  writes  me  here, 
That  dicing  two  nights  back  with  the  Lord  Alford— 
I  hate  that  man  !  I  always  hated  him  I 
From  the  first  I  thought  he  looked  a  very  villain, 
And  now  he 's  proved  so  ! 

What  of  him  ?  go  on. 

MART. 

James  Forrester  has  lost  so  deeply  to  him, 

That  he  says  he  knows  not  how  he  e'er  shall  answer  it, 

Or  when  in  this,  his  fortune's  shattered  plight, 

He  can  fulfil  his  word,  and  marry  me. 

Oh !  I  was  happy,  happy,  and  contented 

Before  I  knew  him ;  but  my  peace  is  gone, 

Gone,  and  for  ever.     This  it  is  to  love  ! 


ANNE. 

Oh,  cheer  thee,  wench  !  the  mischief  may  not  be 
So  great ;  his  brother 's  wealthy — 

MARY 

What  of  that  ? 
Shall  his  honourable  brother  bear  the  charge 
Of  his  dishonest  ventures  ? — 't  is  dishonest 
To  venture  what  one  cannot  want. 
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Is  hifl  friend,  and  peradventure — 


More  'a  the  pity 
That  he  'b  his  frieod !  and  ie  it  a  friend's  office 
To  let  him  play  himself  beyond  his  depth, 
And  turn  from  friend  to  creditor  ?     Out  on  it  1 
Ib  this  the  dealing  of  a  friend  or  gentleman ! 

ASKS. 

He  will  remit  the  debt,  no  doubt  of  it. 


But  I  do  doubt  it;  and  what  if  he  did  ? 
That  'n  looking  at  the  end,  and  not  the  action. 
If  he  forgave  him  fifty  fold  his  debt, 
!>»«.«  that  undo  his  having  risk'd  bo  much  ? 
Besides,  I  'm  sure  he  will  do  no  such  thing. 


Why  are  you  sure  ? 

MART. 

Because,  from  every  word 
I  ever  heard  him  apeak,  I  judge  him  false. 
I  never  could  abide  the  look  of  hia  eyea ; 
But  you,  now  I  bethink  me,  aeem'd  to  like  him. 
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AiriTB. 
Who,  II— 

I  thought  you  did,  and  marvell'd  at  it. 
For  you  bad  heard,  as  well  aa  I,  the  tales 
Of  wickedness,  that  ever,  like  foul  shadows, 
Follow'd  hie  name ;  you  knew  his  bad  renown ; 
I  wonder  that  my  brother  ever  suffer'd  him. 
Or  Master  Forrester  could  call  him  friend. 

iBNK. 

You  judge  him  hardly — 

KART. 

Can  be  be  so  judged  ? 
What,  a  heartless  thief,  who  to  the  honest  man 
That  opes  hie  door  to  him  holds  out  his  hand. 
And  with  the  other  stabs  Mm  in  the  back. 
The  cowardly  tempter  of  frail  women,  one 
Whose  noblest  trophies  are  a  foul  disgrace 
To  a  true-born  gentleman ; — I  would  have  such 
Whipp'd   through  the  land,   as  they  do  by  common 

felons, 
For  dariug  so  to  smirch  the  name  he  bears. 
The  honour'd  name  of  an  English  lord. 

ANNS, 

Oood  Heaven! 

How  like  yon  look  to  your  brother ! 
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Oh  I 

I  am  wrought  beyond  myeeli    Alas  t  and  't  is 
Another  who  hath  raised  this  tempest  in  me. 
I  am  no  more  mine  own  I  another's  fate 
Moves  me  to  weep  or  smile ;  another's  deeds 
Make  me  rejoice  or  mourn, — this  'tis  to  love  \ 
Two  months  agone  what  matter'd,  what  cared  I 
Who  play'd,  or  who  forbore,  who  lost,  or  won  ? 
My  thoughts  ne'er  wander'd  from  this  pleasant  home 
Of  cheerful,  sweet  monotony ;  but  now — 
A  man  has  carried  hence  my  heart  with  him ; 
I  am  in  London,  I  am  no  more  here. 
And  all  save  him  is  nothing ;  this  it  is 
To  love ! 


Poor  child !  she  weeps  I  her  tears 
Are  like  clear  drops  from  an  overbrimming  fountain, 
Freshening  whereon  they  fall ;  she  does  not  know. 
The  t^ars  that  from  the  black  well  of  remorse 
Distil  their  bitter  poison  down  one's  cheeks. 
Blistering  and  scorching  furrows  in  one's  soul. 
Weep  not,  dear  Mary. 

XABT. 

No, — 't  is  of  no  avail. 
t  will  not  weep ;  I  will  have  patience,  sister. 


laS  AN  BNQLISH  TKAGXDT.  Aottf. 

Sweet  patience  will  come  comfort  me.     My  flowen 

Look  sick  and  silly,  and  I  care  for  them  no  more; 

But  I'll  go  walk  among  them,  and  take  connsel 

Of  their  meek  bowing  when  the  hail-storms  beat  them. 

Upon  the  road  I  hear  the  grating  wheels ; 

T  is  my  brother ;  I  shall  go,  for  if  he  sees 

My  eyes  bo  red,  he  will  be  wroth,  I  know. 

And  speak  hard  words  of  Master  Forrester, 

And  tbat  would  be  the  worst  to  bear  of  alL 

[£rSMuT. 

AKNE. 

Oh,  pure  in  spirit  I  as  she  passes  by  me 
My  heart  shrinks  back,  instinct  vdth  its  own  foulness, 
From  her  clear  presence.     Now  my  husband  comes, 
And  I  must  utter  alL     Good  Heaven,  support  me ! 

WISTHROP  (Kithout). 

What,  wife  I  ho,  wife  I 

I  cannot ;  I  shall  die  \ 
I  cannot  now ;  some  other  time  I  will, 

[Enter  WnrrHBof. 


Dear  wife  I  dear  Anne !  oh,  I  grow  young  again, 
^Tiene'er  from  absence  I  return  to  thee  ! 
Sweet  is  the  wr  around  one's  home,  and  sweet 
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The  light  that  shines  upon  it,  and  more  sweet 
The  fiuthM  love  that,  like  a  holy  lamp, 
Bums  night  and  day  within  ite  sanctuary! 

AHNE. 

Good  husband,  welcome  back  I 


As  I  rode  up 
The  park,  and  o'er  the  lawny  alopee,  and  through 
The  spreading  chestnuts  saw  our  pleasant  house, 
And  Uiought  within  myself  how  you  and  Mary 
Were  wailing  my  return  with  loving  eyes. 
Oft  looking  toward  my  coming,  beck'ning  me 
With  your  fond  wishes — oh  I  I  bless'd  my  God 
Who  made  me  capable  of  love,  and  gave  me 
Such  predouB  things  to  spend  that  love  upon. 
Draw  not  away  thine  hands,  nor  drop  thy  lids ; 
But  fix  those  eyes,  clear  windows  of  thy  soul, 
And  my  most  comfortable  stars,  upon  me. 
O  Anne! 

What  are  you  thinking  of? 


0  wife  I 


How  savage  and  how  wild  a  deed  is  hers. 

That  woman's,  who,  with  cursed  and  cruel  hands, 
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Shatters  the  crystal  rial  of  her  faitti. 
And  OD  the  stony  paths  of  life  throwa  forth 
Her  husband's  honour,  peace,  and  happineas. 
To  bleed  to  death ;  oh !  'tis  a  ein  imransoii^'d ! 

AIIITK. 

0  Heavens!  what  put  that  thought  into  your  head? 


The  sense  of  mine  own  wealth  ;  the  sight  of  thee, 
My  treasure  1  and  the  dismal  fate  of  one, 
A  man  I  've  seen  of  late,  who  hath  been  thus  spoil'd 
By  the  familiar  devil  that  lay  in  his  breast. 
His  wife — nay,  but  this  story  moves  thee  more 
Than  I  could  wish — what,  pale,  and  trembling,  love! 
Come  cheer,  come  cheer,  let 's  speak  of  something  el«- 
Where  is  the  child?  where  is  my  darling  Mary  ? 


She  has  gune  heavily  into  the  house 
With  a  lettt-r  from  James  Forrester. 


Ha !  poor  wencli' 
She 's  yet  to  prove  the  wise  man's  saying  true — 
Who  iovea  and  longs  in  a  single  day  grows  old. 
But  what  '9  the  news  ?  ill  news  ? 
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I  scarcely  know, 
She  'II  tell  you  all  anon ;  here  'a  a  letter  come  for  you, 
I  have  something  cnish'd  it — 


Let  us  see,  my  dame. 
Ho,  wife,  here  is  brave  news '  Hark  ttiee,  good  Anne, 
Hie    thee,    and    presently  deck    up    the   best  guest 


Let  the  damask  hangings  be  spread  all  around  it, 

And  stick  fair  branches  of  the  early  flowers 

About — and  strew  the  ground  with  lavender. 

And  lay  the  fine  holland  woof  upon  the  bed. 

My  dearest  friend,  a  man  you  've  heard  me  speak  of 

For  ever  with  good  words,  comes  here  to-day ; 

He  writes  me  thus :  — '  Strange  chances,  to  be  told 

Hereafter,  when  we  meet,  have  brought  me  now. 

Within  six  miles  of  you ;  and  so  I  purpose. 

As  soon  as  that  six  miles  may  be  gone  o'er. 

To  lodge  beneath  your  roof  a  night.'     Dear  Anne, 

This  is  John  Forrester,  wht^e  name  you  know, 

The  one  true  fnead  good  Heaven  has  blest  me  with. 

Go  in,  dear,  and  make  ready  with  best  speed. 

And  with  our  primeat  cheer  and  warmest  welcome 

Prepare  all  things.     Oh,  I  'm  merry,  dear ; 

He  hath  yet  to  know  thee,  yet  to  see  thee,  Anne. 
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I  liave  commended  thee  full  oft  to  him. 
And  wifih'd  he  could  but  know  how  hapfdfy 
I  was  wived ;  make  thyself  brare,  and  ahow 
I  was  no  bra^art 


I  shall  do  my  best,  sir. 


[SiilAni 


Ijet's  see,  sis  years,  come  MartJumas  six  years, 
Since  last  we  met ;  and  he  hath  grown  a  baronet. 
And  I  have  married,  and  a  thousand  things 
To  gossip  on  have  paas'd  since  then.     I  marvel 
What  chance  he  hints  at  brings  him  hitherwanls ; 
The  late  Sir  John's  estates  lie  not  this  way ; 
He  says  no  word  of  James,  nor  of  the  news 
Mary  has  gotten  from  him ;  well,  well,  well, 
'T  will  all  be  told  'twixt  this  and  eventide. 
Hoi  Walter! 

Get  thee  to  the  cellarage, 
And  draw  from  the  best  butt  of  Burgundy, 
And  let  roe  have  sack  of  the  eldest  Sherris, 
And  bid  them  lay  before  the  fire  the  haunch 
Of  the  lusty  buck,  brought  in  o'  Tuesday  last. 
We  will  have  cheer,  and  rouse. 

And  if  he 's  got 
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A  title  and  estates,  I  have  a  wife, 
A  &ur  young  wife  I 

lOiUr  a  Sa-vant. 
One  Sir  John  Forrester  would  see  your  worship. 


Here  at  band,  sir,  but  new  lighted ; 
He  follows  OD  my  beels. 

WlfHUBOP. 

Ob,  bring  him  straight  I 

[Exit  Smxmt.    Jle-aOer  wUh  Sib  Joer  Fokbbstbb. 

WIMTHBOP. 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  and  again  moat  welcome, 
Good  John  1  Sir  John,  for  new-made  honour 
Loves  its  own  name. 

F0BSE8TBK. 

The  man  who  once 
Hath  call'd  you  friend  can  find  no  better  title. 
My  worthy  friend  and  master. 
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WDITHBOP. 

Heart  of  gold ! 
Give  me  your  hand ;  it  warms  my  blood  to  see  you 
Once  more  at  home,  in  this  my  home. 


FORRESTER. 

It  looks 


Most  pleasantly,  and  lovingly,  dear  Winthrop ! 
In  its  new  green ;  the  old  trees,  with  their  limbs 
Not  hidden  yet  by  their  tender  veil  of  leaves. 
How  happy  I  have  been  here ! 


WINTHBOP. 

And  you  shall 


Be  just  as  happy. 


FORRESTER. 

You  are  married  now. 


WINTHROP. 

\Miat  then !  you  are  no  raking,  mad  companion. 
Such  as  good  housewives  hate,  who  waste  the  night 
Draining  of  wine-pledges ;  and  my  good  wife 
Loves  me  enough  to  love  my  friends  right  heartily. 

FORRESTER. 

T  is  strange  you  should  be  married  ! 
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niNT&BOP. 

Why,  Pve  writ 
Often  enough  to  thee  about  the  matter 
To  make  it  no  more  straDge.     Why,  you  look  gravely. 
Are  you  weary  with  your  riding  ? 


F0RRB9IEB. 

Not  a  whit. 

WINTHBOP. 

Yet  you  look  gravely.     Adso !  tell  me  now 
What  chance  'twas  brought  you  near  me,  that  you 
writ  o£ 

FOBBBSTEB. 

If  I  look  gravely,  't  is  that  very  chance. 
'T  is  a  close  Becret,  not  mine  own  to  tell. 
But  a  lady's. 


Ha,  lad !  aits  the  wind  that  way  ? 
Art  thou  for  wiving  too  ? 

PDRRRBTEB. 

I  never 
Was  fiuther  &om  it  yet     No,  I  do  think, 
If  a  wedlock  prosperouB  beyond  my  hope, 
In  the  virtue,  beauty,  nobleness,  aud  wealth 
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Of  s  bride   were  offer'd  me,  I  Hhoald  turn    loatiiiiig 

from  it 
As  thougli  ia  my  wine-cnp  I  should  spy  a  toad. 


Why,  what 's  the  matter  ? 


Oh  t  I  have  seen  the  indde 
Of  Buch  a  thing !  the  seamy,  foul  inside 
Of  what  was  held,  is  held,  a  prosperous  wedlock. 
1  have  seen  that  which,  while  I  live,  I  think, 
Will  make  my  heart  heave  at  the  thought  of  marryijig. 


Why  this  is  etrange !     You  make  me  muse :  e'en 

I  have  returned  home  from  a  sad  errand) 

Between  a  noble  pair  about  to  part. 

The  lady  having  past  all  mercy  sino'd, 

And  wreck'd  by  her  ill-government  the  vessel 

Of  their  whole  lives'  peace.     Can  it  be  possible 

This  pli^e  ia  growing  with  us? 


And  once  again  I  say  it,  Grod  forbid  I 
Not  in  her  stormy  girdle  of  proud  waves, 
Not  in  the  rugged  ramparts  of  ber  rocks, 
Not  in  the  winged  fleets  that  fly  around  lier. 
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Oiiarding  her  wateiy  gates,  lies  the  defence 
Of  our  dear  country ;  but  within  her  homes, 
The  virtue  and  the  truth  upgamer'd  there. 
Lives  the  right  strength  of  England.    Let  but  once 
Bottennees  creep  to  this,  the  inward  core 
Of  all  true  braveiy,  and  we  are  nothing. 
0  my  dear  country !  dearer  now  that  I 
Return  from  foreign  lands,  to  breathe  again 
Thy  purer  air  —  iar  be  the  day  from  thee. 
When  the  vile  pest  of  strange  licentiouBnees, 
Shall,  like  a  poison,  course  within  thy  veins. 
Tainting  thy  wholesome  body,  and  taking  from  thee 
The  crown  that  thou  hast  worn  since  the  first  day 
The  sea  did  homage  to  thy  milky  clifFs, 
Emblems  of  power  and  purity  within  \ 

wiN'taBop. 
yfe[\  pray'd,  good  Englishman ;  amen  I  and  now 
Let's  brush  away  these  ill  thoughts  from  our  minds: 
Let 's  not,  for  one  deceitful  marriage,  think 
All  marrit^es  accurst, — I  cannot  think  so ; 
And  hope  again  to  make  revive  in  thee 
The  honourable  esteem  thou  once  hadst  for  it. 
That  I  am  married  moves  your  marvel,  Forrester; 
You  will  be  wider  yet  amazed,  to  hear 
My  wife  is  little  more  than  half  my  years ; 
She  might  have  been  my  daughter.    Shall  I  tell  you 
Of  her  beauty?    Ko,  you  will  see  her  presently. 
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Of  her  virtuouB  excellence,  and  modest  worth. 

Her  noble  gentleness,  her  temperate  pride, 

Her  loftiness  of  spirit,  that  gives  her  the  mien 

And  gait  of  a  sovereign  queen  ?  My  good  young  friend, 

Think  not  I  dote — my  life  has  found  its  crown 

In  a  fair  woman — oh  I  such  a  woman,  John ! 

By  heaven !  I  am  ashamed  to  speak  my  mind  of  her, 

Or  tell  another  man,  how  high  I  rate 

My  wife- 

forhester. 

I  am  impatient  to  behold  her. 

[EhUt  Maby. 
Is  this  your  lady  ?     No,  this  is  your  sister. 
For  softened  in  each  feature,  I  behold 
The  image  of  your  face.     Your  sister,  Winthrop, 
Is  a  fair  glass,  reflecting  back  yourself. 
Lady,  by  your  leave  I 

WINTHROP. 

She  has  clean  forgotten  thee. 
Will  you  not  ask  Sir  John  after  his  brother  ? 
Kut  you  care  nothing  for  liim  ;  I  remember. 
You  heed  not  liow  he  fares,  you  will  not  ask ; 
So  tell  m€,  when  comes  Master  James  among  us  ? 

FORBESTER. 

I  hope  in  two  days  hence.     Sweet  Mistress  Mary, 
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I  was  your  playfellow  once  on  a  while ; 

My  brother  holds  a  happier  fellowship  with  you. 

WINTHKOP. 

But  come,  come,  come,  'tis  dinner-time,  ha,  wife! 

[Enter  Anne. 
Are  you  come  at  last !     Now,  sir,  here  is  the  lady. 
Anne,  this  is  Sir  John  Forrester,  my  friend ; 
So  bid  him  welcome  to  my  house,  sweet  Anne. 

ANNE. 

You  are  very  welcome  ! — 

WINTHBOP. 

What's  the  matter  ? 

ANNK. 

Nothing : 
Vou  are  very  welcome  to  my  husband's  house. 

FORBESTEB. 

As   your  husband's  friend,  fair  madam,  let  me  thank 

you, 
And  call  myself  yours  as  well  as  his. 

WINTHBOP. 

Come  in ; 

f 

I  have  ridden  hard,  and  have  a  stomach  brooks  not 
Too  much  nice  ceremony.    Forrester,  come. 
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Take  in  my  lady^  and  do  thou^  sweet  Maiy, 
Give  me  thy  hand — ^ha,  fie  I  't  is  given  already ; 
But  let 's  go  in  to  dinner  for  all  that. 

{_£xemU  tmmei. 


Scene  3. 


A  room  in  Judge  Winthrop*s  hoiue.    Servants  cany  m 
(aid  place  them  on  the  table,    JEnter  Fobresteb  and  Anne,  Wi5 
THBOP  and  Mart;  they  seat  themselves. 


WINTHROP. 


For  his  good  gifts  be  the  Lord  thankM  !    Now  wife, 
Fall  to,  and  let  us  eat.     \\Tiat,  you  look  gravely ; 
And  you  too,  Forrester,  wear  yet  a  cloud 
More  dark  than  was  before  upon  your  brow. 
And  Mary  mopes  for  company — or  lack  of  it. 
Come,  fill  your  glasses,  I  will  give  you  a  pledge; 
Fill  to  the  brim !  the  present  and  the  absent  1 
I  'm  sorry  I  'm  the  only  one  amongst  you 
That  seems  in  humour  with  my  dinner. 

PORRRSTER. 

Thisb 
A  pleasant  house,  madam,  that  you  live  in  here ; 
Yon  sloping  upland,  crowned  with  leafy  garlands 
Of  rocking  woods,  and  that  clear  brimming  river. 
Make  a  perpetual  pageant  to  the  eye. 
Is  that  water  deep  ? 


AS  naLISH  TRAaXDT. 


Yea — no — 


Ay,  deep  enough 
To  drown  thee,  little  wife,  if  thou  sbould'st  try  it 


WIMTHROP. 

No,  nor  drink. 

FOBItXffniB. 

One  might 
Be  happy  her& 

WISTUBOP. 

One  might  I  aye,  and  one  is. 
I  *1I  say  it,  though  my  wife  will  not;  is  one  not 
Happy  here,  Anne  ? 

I  hope  you  're  bappy,  sir. 

POORSSTSR. 

Like  one  atbirst,  who  buries  all  hie  head 

In  the  cup  from  which  he  drinks,  nor  breathes,  nor  stirs, 

Tilt  he  has  drain'd  to  the  veiy  end ;  so  we, 
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Quaffing  sweet  happiness,  raise  not  our  eyes 
Over  the  brim  to  look  beyond. 

WIKTHROP. 

How  now  I 
How  now !  I  wear  the  grey  hair  here,  yet  I 
Alone  am  merry ;  why,  my  friend,  is  it 
A  sin  to  thank  Heaven  for  my  blessings  ? 


FORRKSTER. 

No; 

But  they  are  Heaven's,  not  yours,  remember  it. 


WIXTUROP. 

WTiy  you  amaze  me !  shall  I  look  around, 
And  see  my  life  crown'd  \nth  each  several  joy 
That  life  may  hold,  and  which  for  the  most  part 
Are  singly  dealt  to  mortals,  nor  combined 
Upon  one  head ;  shall  I  be  rich,  and  honoured. 
And  loved,  nor  know  it,  nor  be  thankful  for  it  I 
Go  to!  't  is  not  thy  grave  face  or  grave  words 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  mirth ;  and  still  I  say, 
There  breathes  no  happier  man  in  England  now. 
In  England — in  the  world  than  I  am  I 

[Enter  a  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Sir, 
A  rider  who  just  spurred  to  the  gtite,  threw  this 
Into  my  hands,  and  straight  across  the  park 
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Gallop'd  in  foaming  baste,  shouting  me  back, 
To  put  it  in  your  worship's  hands — none  other. 
It  must  he  very  urgent,  for  his  horse 
Was  smoking  with  his  speed,  and  from  his  mouth 
Flew  the  white  foam  flakes,  and  his  nostrils  pufiTd 
With  snorting  breatik  the  air,  while  his  vein'd  sides. 
All  dark  with  sweat,  panted  beneath  his  rider. 
He  did  not  stay  a  minute  for  his  errand, 
But  wbeel'd  and  fled,  as  one  pursued  for  life. 

wiKTHBOP  (openi  the  letta-). 
What! 

[£fe  tiartt  up,  they  all  n 

ABira. 
What 's  the  matter  ? 


HART. 

Brother ! 


WtRRKSTBB. 


WISTHROP. 

Nothing ;  sit  down ! 


ANNK. 

For  mercy's  sake ! 
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VINTBBOP. 

Sit  down  1 
I  say — none  stir,  tLat — sit — sit — sit  ye  down  I 
I  will  1>e  back  anon. 

l&a  Wnrawn. 

AKNE. 

Ob,  I  am  lost ! 


Scene  4. 

JUHOE  WraTHROP'fl  garden. 
Enter  Wintkrop,  hurriedb/,  with  Utten  in  hii  hand. 

WIXTHROP. 

So — here  is  air — so— -so — one  may  breatbe  bere; 

And  daylight — I  can  see  to  read ;  and  room 

If  I  shonid  swell  with  rage  to  bursting,  or 

Go  mad,  or  rave  like  an  unchain'd  dog ;  but  none 

To  bite ;  yet  I  will  bite.     Hell  and  its  devils  I  here. 

And  here,  and  here — two,  three,  all  hers — all  writ  bj 

ber. 
Let  'a  see,  let  'a  see^ — God  give  me  patience !  '  Dearest, 
He  is  from  home  to-night' — He!  ha!  lia!  ha  I  ha! 
The  dolt,  the  homed  beast,  led  i'  the  noose, 
And  ridden  by  this  piece  of  painted  flesh — 
'  He  is  from  home  to-night ;  he  will  be  gone 
For  yet  two  days.     Come,  and  be  safe  and  happy.' 
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Let  me  not  die,  good  Heaven  !  let  me  not ! 

A  palsy  shakes  in  my  limbs,  yet  let  me  live 

An  hour — but  one— to  blaat  her.     Devil !  oh,  devil  I 

'  The  old  man.'     Old !  curst  be  thy  poisonous  youth ! 

Viper !  forked  viper !  woman  1  wife  ]     What,  shame ! 

What,  pointed  at  as  I  go  thro'  the  streets 

For  her  lewdness ;  the  old  doting  fool,  who  kept 

A  wanton  wife  to  cut  his  honour's  throat. 

And  drive  him  n^ing  mad  into  his  grave ! 

ril  murder  her,  I  will ;  now,  now,  with  the  knife 

That  liea  on  the  table  yonder  I     Better,  better — 

I  '11  have  her  dragg'd  before  the  court ;  I  'U  have  her 

In  a  sheet,  barefoot,  walk  thro'  the  public  ways ; 

She  shall  be  haul'd  through  the  mud,  and  hooted  at. 

And  hiss'd— my  wife — my  wife — ha!  hal  hal  hal 

And  I,  the  Judge,  the — oh ! 

[Unier  Mabf. 

Good  brother ! — brother  I 
Why  have  you  left  the  room  so  suddenly  ? 

WDJTKEOP. 

Where 's  Mistress  Winthrop  ? — where  's  my  wife  ? 


Mnch  grieved  at  your  distemperature. 


AD  BNOLISH  TBAGEDT. 


Eiad  Bonl ! 
Sweet  loving  wife  I  what  wonder'd,  ha  ?  and  sigVd, 
What  might  the  matter  be  ?  she  did,  did  she  ? 
Hal  faal  ha  I  hal 


Hal  ha!  hal  ha! 


In  God's  name,  what 's  the  matter  ?  hrother — brother '. 


wnmiEOP. 
Ib  she  alone  ?  who 's  with  her  ? 


Sir  John  Forrester. 


What !  did  you  leave  her  all  alone  with  him — 
Alone  with  a  man  ? — did  you  not  know  she  is — 


WISTHROP, 

Oh,  a  very  modest  woman,  so  make  bante 
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And  get  to  ber  ^sin.     Leave  me,  d'  ye  hear ! 

And  seod  her  to  me. 

[ExU  Mabt. 
I  am  going  mad  : 
Fire  dances  all  about  before  my  eyes, 
And  my  blood  babbles  boiling  up  and  down, 
And  the  air  is  hot  aa  hell  blasto.     I  will  not — 
1 11  not  go  mad  until  I  speak  with  her ; 
My  brain  shall  hold,  I  will  not  drivel  yet ; 
Not  yet  for  one  half  hour,  and  then,  great  God ! 
Blot  out  my  sense  for  ever !  let  me  become 
In  all  things  as  in  this — a  crazy  idiot. 
With  eyes  wide  blind,  and  neither  thought  or  memory. 
No  memory,  good  Heaven  I  no  memory  I 

[JBrUer  Ajfjn. 

A57IB. 

The  earth  sinks  in  under  my  feet  t     I  'm  blind 
With  terror. 

wisrHHOP. 
I  do  hear  ber  feet,  and  the  rustle 
Of  her  clothes ;  she 's  coming  near  me ;  if  she  touches 

me 
I  shall  surely  murder  ber. 

Sir,  I  am  here. 


Ob,  Bxe  yon  so? 


AH   ENQLISH   TBAOEDT. 

Mercy !  oh,  mercy,  merq'  I 


What  do  I  know?— say  what? 
What  do  I  know  ?  or  rather,  what  know  you. 
That  like  a  vile  thing  you  lie  there  i'  the  dust. 
Kissing  my  feet?     Oh,  for  6ome  ready  weapon, 
To  let  thy  hot  blood  from  thy  veins  1 


Peace,  devil '  wilt  thou  utter  such  a  word  ? 
What  is't  ?  thy  screen,  thy  cover-shame,  thy  curtain, 
That  decently  keeps  thy  foulness  from  the  world. 
Infamous  creature ! 


Oh,  have  mercy !  help  I 

WISTHBOP, 

Close  up  tby  lips !  utt«r  no  sound  I  hy  Heaven, 
If  thou  but  breathe  aloud  I  '11  murder  thee  ' 
What,  wilt  thou  raise  the  house,  the  neighbourhood? 
Shall  your  servants  and  your  gossips  come  to  gape 
Upon  your  shame  ? — perhaps  they  know  it,  though ! 


AN  BKGLISR  TBAQEDT. 


Perhaps  your  grooms,  and  footmen  too,  had  word 
Of  when  I  lay  from  home.     How  many, — say, 
How  many  hast  thou  entertain'd  ? 


OGodI 

WIHTHEOP. 

rU  have  tbee  branded  in  the  forehead,  wanton ! 
Shalt  thou  walk  forth  with  that  white  brow,  and  those 
Blue  eyes,  that  look  like  summer  depths  in  Heaven, 
And  none  know  what 's  behind  that  goodly  mask  ? 
Thou  shalt  be  labell'd,  pointed  at,  ae  I  am  ; 
I  '11  have  thee  set  i'  the  public  pillory. 
Thou  shalt  be  spit  at,  grinn'd  at,  booted  at — 
Thou  shalt,  tbou  shalt,  though  I  die  at  the  foot  of  it 

One  word ! — ^yet  hear  me  I 


Wilt  tbou  touch  me  ? 


Hold  off  thy  bands,  or  I  will  trample  tbee 
Under  my  feet,  here  as  thou  liest !     lAliat'a  this  ? 
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Ha  1  ha !  ha  1  ha  I  good  wife  I  her  wedding  liDg  1 

What  dost  thou  wear  thia  for?  for  sport?  for  mock? 

Off  with  it  I — off,  I  say  I  and  find  eome  badge 

That  fitB  thy  liberal  life ;  give  it,  I  say  I 

Cursed  be  the  day  when  first  I  put  it  on  thee  '. 

Oh,  if  there  be  a  power  that  hears  the  curses 

Of  injured  men,  let  it  give  ear  to  mine ! 

Mayst  thou  fall  down  from  baseness  unto  baB^ien, 

Till  in  the  mud  and  filth  of  lowest  infamy 

Thou  lieet  wallowing !     May  thy  fatal  beauty 

Turn  to  a  scarr  'd  and  loathsome  hideouanesa, 

Thy  lovers,  who  have  fed  upon  thy  wantonness, 

Spurn  at  thee  with  abhorrence ;  mayst  thou  die. 

Flung  off  like  eome  foul  rag,  i'  the  common  streets. 

Mayst  thou — 

[SefaSt  dMf- 

ASHE. 

Oh!  he  is  dead!  I 've  murder'd  himi  help!  helpl 


i:   FOUBTH   ACT, 


AS   XHSLI3B  TBAQEDT. 


ACT   V. 

ScxKa  1. 
A  room  m  JiTDOX  WminBOP's  house.    Enter  two  Strumtt, 

near  bertart. 
Hist !  hist ! — for  the  love  of  life,  come  hither  I 

SECOND  KBRTASI. 

Well,  how  now  ? 

nBBT  SXBTAST. 

What  'a  toward  in  the  library  yonder  ? 


I  know  not  I  how  dost  thou  mean  ? 

FIBBT  BEKTAKT. 

His  worship  'a  sitting  there  all  dressed  in  black . 
doet  thou  know,  he  must  have  had  an  ugly  &11  that 
the  leech  bled  him  for  I  He  'e  as  pale  as  death,  and  may 
I  ne'er  be  believed  but  hia  head  is  white  \ 

sbconh  skryabt. 
What,  white,  sayst  thou  ?     It  cannot  be ;  but  yes- 
terday 't  was  grey,  an  iron  grizzled. 

FIRST  SBRTANI. 

I  know  it,  a  good  manly  head, — 't  is  now  an  old  man's 
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[loll ;  and  in  one  night  the  snow  has  fidlen  thick  and 
I'overod  it.  His  face  looks  lean,  and  withered,  and 
Hlnuigc,  and  as  I  hurried  through,  he  made  an  angry 
motion  with  his  hand,  and  Sir  John  Forrester  bade  me 
g(?t  from  thence,  and  that  we  none  of  us  should  enter 
tlifro  till  sent  for. 

SECOND  SKRVAin. 

Where  be  the  ladies? — my  lady  and  Mistress  Mary? 


FIRST  SERVANT. 


'riu»n»  too :  they  stood  leaning  against  each  other,  for 
i\\\  the  world  like  a  pair  of  twin  churchyard  images,  cut 
o\it  in  stoui*.  Mv  ladv  said  never  a  word,  but  ML^tress 
Marv  wept  like  a  fountain.  \Mbat  can  it  mean  ?  What 
oan  it  all  mean  ? 

SECv^XD   SEKV.VNT. 

My  life  to  a  silver  penny,  the  parcel  that  thou 
b»\Mij;htest  t'other  day  is  at  the  bottom  on 't-     Hark! 

luish  !  —  1  thoui^ht  I  heard  his  worship's  voice  !  Let 
us  not  Iv  v*aus:ht  t"irv::uT  here :  let 's  get  to  the  pantry. 
*^u%l  lai'ev  at   e:k<e :  >^^:r.e  oi:e  is  e^.r.iini^, — let's  not  W 
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Jweti  Wdtthbop's  Ubrmy, 
«  ditcorered  mOmg,   SiK  Soen  Foebxsisr  dimAtg  by  kbn : 
Mabt  mtd  AXKB  in  tht  front  of  the  itage. 


Will  you  draw  nearer,  madam  ?     I  must  apeak  to  you. 

And  I  am  weak  and  cannot  well  speak  loud. 

Be  pleased  to  listen  to  me.     You  have  borne  my  name 

Near  on  six  years;  you — you —     During  that  time, 

Honour,  affection,  trust,  and  such  indulgence 

As  my  means  offer'd,  I  have  freely  given  you. 

Let  me  be  brief;  how  you  have  answer'd  this. 

And  how  repaid  it,  you  well  know.     T  is  past! 

Wipe  it  Irom  your  conscience  how  you  will,  'tis  over  I 

You  '11  tell  me  you  were  young,  and  I  was  old. 

Grey-headed,  careful, — yet  you  married  me ! 

You  did  it  out  of  thankfulness ;  there 't  is. 

You  did — and  I  believed  'twas  love.     Well — 

Well — well — it  is  for  this,  that  I  forbear 

To  cast  you  off,  and  give  you  to  the  scorn 

Of  the  world  to  scourge  you  for  your  sin ;  for  I 

ginn'd  deeply  first  in  folly,  and  therefore, 

I  '11  bear  without  complaint  the  stab  you  've  given  me ; 

But  here  are  two  who  do  love  me  indeed. 

And  before  them  I  must  be  justified. 

Had  you  been  true,  Anne — had  I  held  your  heart — 

The  love  of  the  wide  worid  nught  have  gone  begging. 
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But  you  have  filch'd  my  treasure  from  me,  and  now 

I  gather  up  and  count  such  poor  remains 

As  I  can  call  my  own.    Before  the  world 

I  care  not  how  I  stand ;  but  before  these 

I  must  be  clear'd.    I  cannot  spare  their  love. 

Nor  by  them  be  accused  of  cruelty. 

Speak,  is  this  just  ?    Do  I  deal  rightly  by  you? 

ANNX. 

OhI  oh! 

WINTHKOP. 

Pray  do  not  weep  1  pray  do  not ! 
Come,  this  must  end.     Sister  and  friend,  this  woman— 


MABT. 

Oh,  do  not  utter  it  I  — 


WINTnROP, 

She 's  false,  she  's  false ; 
And  I,  a  wretch,  covered  with  shame  and  misery, 
Must  drag  my  rest  of  years  out  as  I  may. 
In  bitter  and  disgracM  loneliness. 

FORRESTER. 

Oh,  let  this  quickly  end,  't  will  kill  us  all ! 

WllfTHBOP. 

True,  true ;  I  have  no  right  to  make  you  suffer. 
I  will  not  publish  you,  I  will  not  shame  you ; 
The  world  shall  never  know  the  thing  you  are. 
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Live  yet  at  home,  here^  in  my  house,  and  call. 

As  heretofore,  all  things  in  it  your  own. 

Only,  this  little  let  me  beg :  this  room« 

My  wonted  dwelling  room,  let  me  reserve ; 

And  the  yew-tree  walk  that  stretches  here  before  it, 

For  my  daily  use  and  exercise  I  '11  keep. 

Take  all  the  rest ;  but  here,  where  I  shall  live, 

I  do  command  you  never  to  set  foot. 

Let  me  never,  never,  hear  your  voice  again, 

Nor  ever,  while  I  live,  behold  your  face !  [He  rises, 

0  friend !  sometimes  i'  the  time  when  I  was  happy, 

1  moum'd  to  think  my  life  was  growing  short ; 

But  now,  thank  God  I  am  not  yoimg  1     Come,  come ; 
Give  me  your  arm,  and  lead  me  out  i'  the  air. 
Yet,  stay  a  little :  those  intemperate  words. 
That  wicked  curse,  I  uttered  in  my  agony, 
I  do  retract  it,  and  I  pray  you  pardon  it ! 
I  sinn'd  to  think  it ;  God  forgive  you,  Anne ! 
And  grant  you  to  repent.     Farewell  I 

[JEd'eunt  Jx7DGE  WnnHROP  and  Fo9b;bsibb. 


MART. 

0  sister  1 


AJTBTE. 

What  1  will  you  touch  me  ?  will  you  look  upon  me  ? 
Do  you  not  fear  to  catch  this  pestilence. 
With  which  I  am  alive  from  head  to  foot  ? 
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IKABT. 

Oh  hush  !  hush  !  hush !  lie  still  in  my  arms,  my  tears 
Shall  wash  you  of  your  fault ;  oh,  would  to  Heaven 
Your  sorrow  were  all  mine  ! — poor — poor — 

How  pale — 

How  white  he  looked  I     Dost  thou  not  think  that  Gtxi 
Looks  as  he  look'd,  when  He  sends  souls  to  hell  ? 

MART. 

Oh,  what  wild  words  are  these ! 

ANNE. 

Yes ;  then,  you  know. 
The  blue  sky  rises  up  further  and  further. 
And  vanishes  away ;  and  one  goes  falling 
Down,  down,  down,  into  bottomless  despair. 

MART. 

WTiat  dreadful  thoughts  I 

Ay>*E. 

Hark  I  now  I  'm  call'd — all  round, 
Eyes,  staring  eyes,  all  round — to  see  my  shame — 
A  world  of  them !     Look  there !   there  sits  my  father 
Yonder,  that  stern  old  man ;  and  now,  my  husband 
Stands  up,  and  points  me  out  for  sentence.     No ! 
No !  no  1  I  will  not  hear  it,  mercy  !  mercy  I 
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Hark !  my  hair  rouses,  and  my  heart  stands  still. 

Did  Tou  hear  that — and  how  the  devile  shouted? 

Great  God  I  let  me  not  be  deliver'd  up  to  him, 

Uh,  not  to  him — for  ever  and  for  ever '. 

To  every  fiend  in  hell,  but  not  to  him ! 

Look  down,  look  down,  in  the  red  fire — he  'a  there  I 

He  grins  and  beckons  me  I  he  welcomes  me ! 

Ha '.  ha !  ha '  sweetheart  I  so  we  meet  iu  hell ; 

Thai 's  merry '.  well  met,  well  met,  sweetheart '  look, 

He  holds  his  arms  out,  he  has  clutch 'd  me — ha! 

Help'  help !  the  6re  leaps  up  like  serpents'  tongues 

In  eager  flames  all  round  me — I  am  burning! 

I'ndo  his  hands!  he  haub  me  into  them. 

He  pulls,  be  drags  me — horror '  save  me '  save  me ! 


XABT. 

LdsteD  to  me,  Anne ;  give  me  your  hands — 't  is  I — 
Mar%',  your  firieod,  your  sister ;  look,  dear !  look ! 


Oh,  bless  thee!  thou'rt  an  angel,  bless  thee!  bless  thee! 
^u  'rt  come  to  take  me  out  of  torment ;  take  me ! 
Quick :  quick '. 

Mi.BT. 

Come,  come. 
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Ye8y  I  will  go  with  tliee. 

Take  hold  of  me,  take  care  of  me,  good  angel ; 
Spread  thy  whit«  wings  over  my  burning  eyes ; 
So— all  is  dark — 

MABT. 

She 's  growing  wondrous  heavy ; 
Help !  help !  within  there !  ho ! 

[Afar  fig  nwfai 

Take  up  your  mistresB^ 
And  carry  her  to  her  chamber ;  gently,  g^itly. 


Scene  3. 

Eoom  m  a  tavern  in  London :  James  Fobbesteb  diicovered  writmp. 

JAXSR, 

How  bitter  are  the  dregs  I  the  draught  was  swallowed 

So  greedily,  I  scarce  know  if 't  was  sweet ; 

But  the  sour  and  biting  flavour  of  the  lees 

Lies  on  my  palate.     0  thou  moral  dunce  I 

Whom  teaching  could  not  make  retain  thy  task. 

But  who  again  hast  fallen  on  a  path 

Measured  so  often  with  thy  stumbling  footsteps. 

How  deep  I  scorn  myself  I  from  the  high  bar 

Of  mine  own  conscience  slink  I  shamefully. 
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Judged  of  my  thoughfa.   Why  there  is  nottijng,  nothing 

That  is  not  worthier,  steadfaster,  more  fiirm. 

More  trae  and  conetant  to  its  purposes  than  I  sni. 

A  reed,  a  vane,  feathera  that  show  the  wind. 

All  things  unstable  are  poor  types  of  me ; 

For  they,  obeying  their  great  natural  law. 

Do  but  their  kind  in  changing ;  while  myself. 

Owning  one  law,  acknowledging  one  right, 

Straight  tnm,  and  sin  against  mine  own  allowance. 

And  show  myself  herein  most  pitiful. 

That  not  my  reason  or  resolve  can  hold  me 

From  the  chance  breath  of  every  stray  temptation. 

Oh,  I  could  strike  my  forehead  on  these  boards ! 

Less  dull  I  less  senseless  I  less  incapable  I 

And  now  to  write  to  her : — what  shall  I  say  ? 

*  I  love  you.'     Answers  she  not, '  You  have  proved  it?* 

If  I  do  beg  her  pardon,  like  an  alms, 

Given  to  one  whose  evil  life  hath  b^gar'd  him, 

Out  of  her  Christian  pity  she  shall  give  it, 

And  bid  God  help  me  to  a  better  course. 

If  I  do  crave  her  hand,  shall  she  not  say : 

'  Yea,  for  the  hope  I  have  of  restless  days, 

Nights,  when  you  shall  forsake  my  bed  for  the  dice, 

The  sweet  society  of  all  your  tavem  friends, 

And  the  fair  chance  of  dying  yet  a  beggar — 

For  all  these  pleasant  prospects,  I  will  marry  you.' 

'Sdeath  1  I  'II  not  write ;  I  Ve  not  the  face !  or  thus, 

I  yet  will  write,  and  bidding  her  consider 
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How  desperately  unworthy  I  am  grown 
Ever  to  see  her,  or  to  think  of  her. 
Beseech  her  to  forgive  me,  though  for  ever 
She  banish  me  from  her  sweet  heart  and  mind, 
A  rude,  ungovem'd  outlaw  from  all  grace. 

[Shouts  ofloMghier  wMtmL 
Now  come  my  fellow  fools  I  and  he,  the  devil 
That  leads  the  dance.     Time  was  I  loved  this  laughing; 
It  sounds  like  howling  now.     Here  comes  the  rout» 
And  even  quiet  thoughts  must  give  them  place. 

[Enter  Lord  Alford,  Wiltox,  Mowbray, 
Ilxworth^  and  others. 

ALFORD. 

Ha !  ha  I  ha  I  ha !  and  so  they  were  too  hard  for  thee 
In  Florence,  111  worth? 

ILLWORTIl. 

Curse  their  Italian  craft ! 
Their  dice  be  devils. 

ALFORD. 

So  are  om^  sometimes. 
Ha,  James!  whatsayst  thou?  are  they  not,  good  James? 

JAaiRS. 

In  your  lordship's  hands  they  are  &miliar  devils, 
That  spoil  men  at  your  will ;  but  have  a  care ! 
They  will  be  paid  at  last  their  fees  by  you. 


AH   XMQLI8B   TRAOXDT. 


How  now !  how  now !  homilies  at  the  hazard  table  ? 
Gramercy,  holy  prescher !  is  your  text 
From  theory,  or  experience? 

JAXES. 

PYom  experience ; 
As  jonr  lordnbtp's  purse  might  let  you  koow. 


If  I  were  Jameo,  I  'd  flay  him ! 

HOWBKIT. 

Why  do  n't  you  ? 
He  owes  you  just  as  much  ;  peace  now,  be  still ; 
Here  11  be  a  (luarrel. 

Ha!  ha  I  ha  I  poor  Forrester ! 
He'e  Btripp'd  to  the  (luick ;  you  'd  tbiuk  he'd  pledged 

his  skin, 
Aud  lout  it. 

JAXRS  (atidf). 

Shall  I  take  him  by  the  throat  V 
(AbrnJ). 
'fry  well,  sir, — 'tis  the  winuer'n  part  to  laugh. 

ALTOBD. 

tiM  Very  clear  you're  not  the  winner,  James ; 
ioi4  look  about  tl>  cry. 
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"S death!  I  will  write  to  her. 
And  then  end  all  at  once. 

Come,  niwoith,  show  as 
The  craft  you  spoke  of :  —  how  is  it  they  play  ? 

hlwobth. 
Why,  they  stand  round  the  table,  as  it  were — 
Here,  spread  the  table  —  now,  where  be  the  dice  ? 

How  many  play  at  it  ? 


^Tiy,  all  who  will. 

wiLTOir, 
Forrester,  come  and  see  this  foreign  trickery. 

lAXXS. 

Hianks  I  I  have  seen  our  English,  which  is  good. 

AIJOKD. 

Oh,  let  him  be !  he  'b  like  a  hen  i'  the  pip. 
Best  in  the  comer  where  he's  thrust  himself: 
Go  on.     Well  then,  they  all  stand  round  the  table. 
And  here  we  are. 
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ILLWOBTH. 

Now  each  in  turn  shall  say 
What  the  cast  shall  be,  and  put  the  stake  down  on  it. 


Well,  here  'a  my  stake  —  mark  though,  for  thy  example 
Only. 

Ha  I  ha  I  here,  here's  for  thy  example. 

MOVBKAT. 

Forrester,  come  and  w^er  for  example. 

I  have  done  so  already,  for  your  example ; 
Let  my  loss  be  your  gain. 

ILLWOBTH. 

'T  Is  a  curious  game,  sir. 
Well  worth  your  eye. 

rosBEarsB. 
'T  ifl  very  likely,  sir. 
Yet  pray  excuse  me. 

ILLWOBTH. 

Even  as  you  will. 


AN    SUGLIBH   TRAaEDT. 


Come,  James,  ne'er  mope ;  what  though  Sir  John  be  com^ 
Has  nt  he  alack'd  the  leading-striiigs  yet  7 


AlfOBD. 

Why  God  a  mercy,  friend !  do  n't  eat  d 


My  lord, 
Let  me  but  pnt  two  words  more  to  this  paper, 
And  I  will  speak  with  you ;  by  your  good  leave. 
Let  me  be  private  for  a  moment. 


Certainly : 
He's  writing  to  his  mistress ;  she's  forbid  him 
To  touch  the  dice  —  he  'a  play'd,  the  naughty  boy. 
And  now  is  be^ng  to  be  spared  his  whipping. 

J.UIES  (atide). 
Very  well,  I  hear  you,  —  very  well ;  within  there. 


Come,  lUwortb,  here  —  here  lie  our  stakes  all  round 
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[£M«ra<Sn 

JAMES. 

Send  hither  my  man. 

ILLWOBTB. 

Now,  I  will  hold  the  dice, 
And  as  you  each  call  out  the  cast,  that  one. 
Who  names  the  numher  even  as  it  falls, 
8weeps  all  away. 

wiLTOir. 
How  if  none  hit  the  right  ? 

nXWOBIH. 

The  stake  is  hie  that  tbrows. 

KOWBKAT. 

But  how,  if  two, 
Or  more,  should  say  alike  ? 

nxwoKiK. 

If  they  hit  right, 
The  profit  lies  between  them. 

AI.FOBS. 

A  pretty  game '. 
Come  now,  b^in. 
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\EHier  a  Senmi. 


Eustace,  if  presently, 

My  brother  should  come  here,  and  I  be  —  gone  — 

Or  else  —  no  matter,  if  I  am  not  here, 

Here  is  a  letter  for  him,  and  hark  in  thine  ear. 

[Whi^pen  to  him, 

EUSTACE. 

I  shall,  sir. 

JAJTES. 

Bring  them  now  at  once. 

[-Erilf  Eustace. 

MOWBRAY. 

Hallo! 
I  said  't  was  quatre  ace,  and  so  it  is. 
Fair  play  !  fair  play !  good  foreign  conjuror  I 

ILLWOBTH. 

You  did  not  say  so  —  or  I  heard  you  not. 

WILTON. 

He  did,  he  did,  I  heard  him ;  you,  my  Lord, 
Did  you  not  hear  ? 

ALFORD. 

I  never  hear. 
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HOWBIur. 

No  matter ; 
Hear  or  not  hear  who  will,  I  swear  I  said  it ; 
I  said  it,  and,  by  Jove !  I  '11  stand  to  it, 


WltTOK. 

I  heard  you  say  it — 


SEVXBAL. 

So  did  I,  and  L 


ILLWORTH. 

Hoite  toite  I  cats  in  a  high  wind  I 


[Se-miter  EusiACB,  bringing  a  eaie  ofputcb. 

EUBTACB. 


Axe  they  loaded,  primed,  and  ready  ?    Very  good. 
You  've  got  that  letter  for  my  brother  ?   Here 
Is  one  for  Mistress  Mary  Winthrop.     You 
Will  ride  at  break  of  day  to  the  Judge's  bouse, 
And  give  it  het — yourself;  be  sure,  yourself. 

EDBTACX. 

Is  your  honour  going  on  a  journey  ? 


168  AN  ENGLISH  TRA0BDT.  Amsx  T. 


On  a  long  journey,  Eustace. 

EUBTACB. 

Please  you,  sir, 
Nothing's  prepared,  or  in  fit  order  yet. 


That's  true,  indeed  I  I  know  it  very  well  I 

Good  Eustace,  get  thee  gone ;  think  of  my  letters. 

What  a  hell's  turmoil  I  get  thee  gone. 

[Exit  Eustace. 

ILLWORTH. 

Let  be. 
Let  him  swear  out  his  gizzard ;  what  is't  to  me ! 

JAMES  (rising). 

Now,  I  am  for  you. 

OICTES. 

Forrester!  Forrester  I 
Judge  thou  this  matter ! 

JAMES. 

No ;  pray  pardon  me ; 
I  have  a  game  to  play  on  mine  own  account. 
When  that  is  over,  I  will  hear  this  question. 
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ALFORD. 

A^Tij,  well  said !     Now,  my  melancholy  man ! 
Hang  it ;  although  thy  good  St.  John  of  a  brother — 

JAMES. 

Let  be  my  brother,  if  you  please,  my  lord. 
Your  lordship  challenged  me  to  throw  the  dice 
Just  now ;  and  so  I  would,  but  that  indeed 
You  have  fish'd  clean  to  the  bottom  of  my  pouch, 
And  I  have  nothing  left  for  you  to  sport  with, 

WILTON. 

What  ails  that  man  ?     D'  ye  mark  how  pale  he  looks  ? 

MOWBRAY. 

That 's  what  you  call  white  heat — ^hotter  than  red. 

ALFORD. 

What,  nothing  ? 

JAMES. 

Nothing ;  not  the  wherewithal. 
Unless  I  sit  at  my  brother's  board,  to  get 
My  supper  for  to-night  or  morrow's  dinner. 
T  is  a  plain  case ;  nothing  is  right  soon  counted. 
Now,  having  nothing  for  a  mess  of  broth 
To  stay  my  stomach  on  when  next  I  hunger, 
What  shall  I  venture  against  you,  my  good  lord  ? 
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ALFOBD. 

Will  not  thy  credit  serve  thee  with  the  Jews  ? 

JAMSS. 

That 's  bye  and  bye ;  I  would  be  playing  now. 

ALFOBD. 

What !  nor  thy  generous  brother  lend  thee  a  stiver  I 

JAMBS. 

Perhaps  he  might ;  but  he  is  not  at  hand. 
Although  I  look  for  him  from  hour  to  hour. 
I  would  be  playing  now. 

ALFORD. 

I  '11  tell  thee,  James ; 
Thy  manory  of  Wentworth — 't  is  a  thought, 
An  excellent  thought  I — ha !  ha  I  an  excellent  thought, 

JAMBS. 

No  doubt :  what  is 't  ? 

ALFOBD. 

Thou  hast  it  yet? — ^that  farm'" 
With  all  its  goodly  meadow  land,  and  timber. 
The  lusty  growth  that  hath  been  rising  there. 
For  thy  necessity,  these  hundred  years  ? 


AS  KMQLISH  THA.QBDT. 


I  have  it  yet ;  (aside) — it  should  have  been  my  home 
When  I  was  married,  that  old  farm :  {aloud) — well,  sir  ? 

ALFORD. 

Is 't  mortg^ed  ? 

JAMSS. 

No. 

ALFORD. 

What,  sound  ?  no  corner  touched  ? 

JAVE8. 

That 's  wonderfia],  my  lord — is 't  not  to  you  ? 

ALFORD. 

Why,  thou  canst  raise  a  fortune  on  it,  man. 


Hereailer ;  but  I  would  be  playing  now. 

1 11  lend  thee,  Forrester  I  —or  I ! — or  1 1 

Oh,  thank  ye  1  thank  ye  1  honest  gentlemen ! 

(AmJe). 
Good  fellow  gulls,  have  ye  so  much  left  to  lend  ? 
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ALFOBD. 

Hark,  James,  I  'm  bent  to  have  that  brm  of  ihinei. 


Damn  him  I  my  blood  boils  o'er  in  spite  of  myself! 
With  all  my  heart ;  shall  I  make  a  deed  of  gift. 
Or  play  for  it  with  your  lordship  ? 

ALFOBD. 

Deed  of  gift! 
No,  no ;  thou  'rt  jesting.    Come^  we  11  throw  for  it. 

JAXES. 

With  all  my  heart ;  how  shall  the  venture  stand  ? 

ALFORD. 

Thus :  he  that  throws  the  two  best  casts  of  three. 
Shall  call  it  his,  and  if  thou  winn'st,  it  quits  thee 
Of  all  thou  owest  me.     Is  it  agreed  ? 

JAMES. 

Agreed; 
Upon  a  bargain,  worthiest  sir,  that  when 
That  game  is  o'er,  you  play  another  one 
On  my  conditions. 

ALFORD. 

I  will  wager  thee, 
When  thou  hast  lost  thy  farm,  thou  hast  not  left 
The  hearty  to  throw  another  die. 
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Then,  air, 
1  *U  borrow  jours.     Your  lordship's  he&rt,  d'ye  hear 
"Which  seemB  to  be  of  the  hardest  that  are  made, 
Your  upright,  noble,  generous,  kind  heart, 
liook,  worthy  Sir,  who  playe  with  desperate  men 
Must  play  a  desperate  game ;  do  you  see  these  ? 
Tbese  playthings  here?  here  Ue  they  at  my  hand. 
Now,  win  or  lose  this  manor,  an  ye  list ; 
He  that  shall  throw  the  two  beet  casts  of  three, 
When  that  is  done,  shall  have  first  aim  and  fire. 
An  excellent  thought,  my  lord!  ha!  ha!  an  excellent 

thought. 
Is  it  agreed  ? 


Agreed. 


KOWBKAI. 

What  is 't  you  do  ? 


WILTOIT, 

James  !  for  the  love  of  heaven,  play  not  this  stake  I 


IU.WOBTH. 

Be  counsell'd  yet,  sir  — 


James  t  James  Forrester  ! 
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XOWBBAT. 

He  ne'er  was  known  to  lose. 

ALFOBD. 

Nor  will  not  now ; 
Come,  James,  you  're  angry;  give  this  mad  game  o'er, 
I  do  not  care  to  throw  with  the< 


JAXBR, 

My  lord, 
I  'm  ready. 

XOWBBAT. 

Some  one  run  to  his  brother's  lodging. 

JAMES. 

No  one  that  loves  me  stir.     Good  gentlemen. 
If  any  here  are  friends  to  an  unthrift. 
That  never  yet  was  Mend  imto  himself. 
Stand  by,  and  see  fair  play ;  't  is  all  I  ask. 
Now  then,  sir,  throw ;  trois,  quatre ! 

ALPOBD. 

And  trois,  ace  I 
You  've  the  better,  sir. 


Again,  doubletts  I 
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Now  for  the  third ;  trois,  quatre ! 

lAKKB. 

Quatre,  ace  I 
The  manor's  yours  I  now.  Sir,  well  try  how  long 
Yoa  shall  enjoy  it 

WILTOS. 

This  is  murder ! 

[EHler  Sia  Joeh  FosKEsntB. 
Oh  I 
Hunk  God  you  're  come  1  here  is  your  brother  James 
PUying  with  that  thief  of  a  lord  for  bis  life. 


Stand  by ; 
Hiuh !  stand  awbil^  aod  speak  not ! 

wiLioir. 

Sir,  the  stake 
Is  who  shall  hare  first  aim,  and  fire  at  the  other ! 


Peace,  for  awhile !  let 's  see. 


ALiomn. 

Oire  up  the  rest. 
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Play  my  lord,  play !  deux,  ace  I 

ALFOBS. 

Why,  take  it  then. 
Fool,  aa  thon  wilt !  trois,  deoz ! 

KOWBBAT. 

This  is  most  horrible ! 

Our  merry  game  will  presently  be  over, 
You  've  the  best  of  me ;  trois,  quatre ! 

ALFORD. 

Trois,  dem '.  so, 
Thou  'st  yet  one  chance  of  liring  to  grow  wiser, 
Improve  it,  James,  if  thou  should'st  win  the  match. 


Trois,  quatre ! 

ALPORD. 

Quatre,  cinq ! 

FOBREsrBB  (ttrikuig  him). 

Villain  and  thief  '■ 
That  die  is  loaded  [ 
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Loaded !  a  loaded  die  1 


Seize  on  it ! — prove  it  I 


Your  greeting's  short,  and  short 

ts  my  reply — take  that  1 

[Firel  apidol  at  him. 

POBBBSTEB. 

Oh !  I  am  dead ! 


JAMES  (lemtig  tAe  oiher  pietol). 
Devil  I 

TOSEEaTEK  (wretU  it  from  Aim). 

No !  you  shall  do  no  murder, 
^o  wound  me  woree  than  this  leaden  death  within  me. 
Vhat!  shall  he  die  hy  the  hand  of  a  gentleman 
Vho  hath  lived  like  a  felon  ? 


ALPOED. 

How  shalt  thou  prevent  it  ? 
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P0BBB8IBB. 

James !  I  do  charge  thee  with  this  latest  breath. 

Whose  ebbiDg  checks  my  speech,  pursue  that  man 

To  the  very  utmost  limit  of  the  law, 

And  spare  him  not ;  but  let  his  noble  name 

SeceiTe  at  the  high  tribunal  of  his  peers 

The  dignities  himself  hath  graced  it  with. 

Of  dicer — murderer — and  thief  I 


WILTON. 


The  watch  I 


The  city  watch  I 


MOWBRAY. 

Call  them ! 


ALFOBD. 

Ha !  let  me  pass ! 

MOWBBAT. 

They  are  knocking  now. 

AUORD. 

Let  me  pass,  I  say ! 

[Elder  ike  Wakk 

WILTOK. 

They  're  hereV 
Take  your  precedence,  noble  sir,  to  the  gallows  I 
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MOWBRAT. 

Good  master  officer !  here 's  lieen  a  murder 
Done  in  broad  d&y,  before  iia  all,  ev'n  now; 
Hvtf  liex  a  gentlemaD,  wounded  to  death 
By  tbia  lord ;  we  all  can  witnees  to  the  deed. 

wares. 
Further,  here  lie  the  dice  hia  lordship  uses— 
<  'urious  ones. 

Will  jou  follow? 

Fellow,  keep  off! 

VIUOK. 

To  be  mire ;  don  t  touch  him,  be 's  a  lord !     I  hope 
The;  '11  hang  his  lordship  with  a  silken  rope. 

ALFOBO. 

Cowardly  cur!  that  durst  not  show  thy  teeth 
Till  the  bear  was  noosed  1 

OFFICER. 

Come,  sir,  will  you  walk  ? 

I  Go  on. 

I    F«rewell,  sweet  rin !    I  're  lived  upon  ye  all 
For  aome  time  past ;  't  is  fit  I  thank  you  for 't ; 


AS   SNQLISH   TBAQKDT. 


So,  thank  ye,  excellent  fools,  that  I  have  fed  on. 
(rod  seDd  ye  wita,  to  cram  your  bellies  with, 
And  mend  the  holes  I  Ve  made  in  your  estates. 


Hence  I  take  him  hence ! 

[Ejremt  Alfobd  aitd  Waldt. 
Wilt  thou  be  carried  home  ? 
Canst  thou  move  ? 

FOBRESTGR. 

No  I — I  fear  time  scarce  will  serve. 
James,  do  not  mourn,  nor  let  thy  spirit  gricTe 
That  I  am  dead.     I  often,  in  my  life. 
Did  marvel  to  what  use  or  end  I  lived ; 
I  know  it  now,  and  die  rejoiced  to  think  of  it. 
Henceforth  my  blood,  and  not  these  painted  spots, 
Will  speck  the  dice  that  thou  ehalt  look  upon; 
And  thou  shalt  fear  to  rattle  them  i^ain. 
As  if  they  were  my  bone?.     The  blood  has  soaked 
All  through  my  doublet :  raise  me  up— 0  God ! 
Farewell,  poor  brother !     Weep  not  I  weep  not !  weep 
not '. 

[Jle  die. 

Ob,  sirs,  he's  deadi 


James,  we  will  carry  him 
Home  in  our  arms :  have  comfort,  sir  I 
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Fleeli  nerer  wr^p'd  a  nobler  Boul  than  his. 

Beiir  we  bis  body  honourably  Leoce, 

Whose  memory  shall  live  in  our  hearts  for  ever. 

lExami,  bearing  the  body. 


A  room  m  WixTUEOP's  hontt. 
XXTIK  mttmg  by  the  Kuuhnu,  MASr  wotdiing  her. 

The  shadow  has  crept  on. 

KtBI. 

Why  do  you  watch  it  so  ? 
Vou  have  scarcely  tum'd  your  eyes  for  the  last  half- 
hour  ; 
>^*hat  do  you  see  ? 

A5KB. 

Oh,  is  it  half-an-hour  ? 
Tbe  light  is  almost  swallow'd  up  by  the  shade. 

What   light  ?   what  shade  ?    Say,  love,  what  are  >'uu 
watching  ? 

The  evening  sun  upon  the  gravel  walk, 
Aod  the  shadow  of  that  yew  tree. 
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XABT. 

What  do  you  start  at  ? 


ANNE. 

Come  here  and  look. 

MART. 

WTiat  is 't  ?  ah !  now  I  see, 

ANNE. 

Did  you  see  that  shadow  ? 

MART. 

Yes,  my  brother's  shadow. 
Is  this  why  every  day,  as  the  sun  goes  down. 
You  sit  at  this  window,  straining  your  poor  eyes ; 
Is  it  to  see  his  shadow  as  he  walks  ? 

ANNE. 

Methinks,  each  evening,  it  stoops  more  and  more, 
Inclining  to  the  grave  I  have  dug  for  him. 
Oh  !  if  the  \\oht  could  onlv  shine  there  still. 
And  he  still  walk,  and  I  still  see  his  shadow  I 
Rut  the  sun  is  almost  set.     Mary,  does  he  walk 
After  sunset  ever  ? 

3£ARY. 

Oh,  yes,  till  after  midnight 
He  oft  continues  pacing  up  and  down. 
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Oh  !  if  I  could  but  hear  his  feet  on  the  ground 
After  the  darkness  takes  away  his  shadow  I 
I  am  too  bold  to  dare  to  wish  so  much ; 
Do  you  not  think  so  ? 

MART. 

No,  dear ;  let  me  smooth 
This  pillow  underneath  your  cheek;  how  fisures  it? 

ANXE. 

Dying — dying ;  thou  shalt  soon,  0  thou  sweet  saint ! 

Minister  to  my  misery  no  more. 

For  thy  compassion  and  humility 

In  tending  one  so  vile,  God  will  requite  thee. 

My  lips  have  lost  the  power  to  speak  blessings. 

The  shadow  eats  the  light  up,  inch  by  inch  ; 

Ah,  cruel,  cruel ! 

MART. 

Lay  your  head  down, — so ; 
You  can  still  watch  the  suDset.     You  grow  paler ; 
Art  worse? 

ANXE. 

No,  but  the  warmth  about  my  heart 
Seems  dying  out  with  that  departing  light. 
T  is  gone ;  never  again !  never  again ! 
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MART. 

This  is  the  time  when  you  are  wont  to  sleep : 
Come,  shut  those  eyes  up,  that  they  drop  no  tears. 
Come,  I  will  sing  to  you. 

ANNE. 

Thy  song  shall  be 
My  dirge :  let  it  be  solemn,  slow,  and  sad ; 
On  earth  I  shall  never  hear  sweet  music  more. 

MART. 

Do  you  lie  easily  ? 

ANlfE. 

Yes  :  I  shall  slide 
Even  from  this  very  chair  into  my  grave. 
Is  it  dug  deep  ?  will  it  hide  my  sin  and  shame  ? 
Sing,  seraph,  sing,  while  I  sink  down  into  it. 
Sleep  holds  me ;  I  do  think  I  shall  not  wake. 

MART  (sings). 

Sleep,  do  not  dream — dream  not,  but  only  rest, 

Poor  weary  heart !  forpret  thou  art  alive. 

God's  mercv  holds  thee  as  a  mother's  breast. 

Cease,  thou  sad  soul,  to  suffer  and  to  strive. 

Dream  not,  but  slcep^sleep  through  the  dismal  niglit : 

Beloved,  when  thou  wak*6t  it  shall  be  light. 

Fast  I  fast  I  how  pale !  how  thin  !  oh,  misery  I 
How  changed !  she  surely  is  about  to  die. 
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And  ahall  my  l»^>ther  took  oo  her  no  more  ? 
That  sweet  young  wife  that  be  did  dote  on  so ! 
Shall  he  see  her  body  earned  out  from  the  door. 
But  never  her  ?    Oh,  I  will  fetch  him  hither ! 
He  '11  surely,  Burety  come  to  see  her  once  — 
But  once  before  she  dies.     Oh,  what  a  life 
Has  mine  become '.  who  thus,  from  day  to  day, 
Stand  here  between  them  both,  watching  them  wattte 
And  waste  with  sorrow ;  all  miue  own  poor  hopes 
Wreck'd  on  the  treacberoos  coast  of  a  light  love ; 
And  the  summer  morning  of  my  happiness 
Covered  with  weeping  clouds  and  darkness. 

AKXE. 

Husband ! 

KAST. 

It  is  the  fiist  time  she  has  spoke  that  word. 
Call'st  thou  upon  him,  poor  heart,  in  thy  sleep, 
^\1lom  waking  thou  dost  almost  quake  to  think  on? 
Yea— he  shall  come  once  more  to  answer  thee, 
Once  more  to  hear  thee  speak ;  soft—soft — no  noise. 

lExit  Mary. 
[Muneplm/e  tchSe  Anne  liftps. 


Sweet  music '  heavenly  strains !  my  soul  is  borne 
Upon  your  gentle  stream  away — away. 
There  is  forgiveness  for  the  broken  spirit. 
Thou  Merciiiil !  forgive — forgive — forgive — 


1R6  AN  ENGLISH  TRAGEDT.  AcT  Y. 

[EiOer  Mabt  amf  WniTHBor. 

MART. 

Lean  on  me,  do — do — ^while  you  tremble  so. 
Gently;  don^t  wake  her;  she  is  yet  aaleep; 
Do  not  go  near  to  her.     Oh,  pray ! 

WISTHBOP. 

Sin — sin — 
Could  there  be  anv  death  else  ? 

MART. 

0  brother  I 
Now  you  are  here,  I  fear  what  I  have  done. 
Begone  again  before  she  wakes. 

WIXTITROP. 

So  young ! 
But  one  short  draught  of  life,  and  so  much  bitter ; 
And  now  the  cup  is  rudely  snatch'd  from  thee. 
And  dust  thrust  in  thy  mouth  I 

XART. 

Come,  come  awav. 
If  she  does  wake,  the  sudden  sight  of  you 
Will  kill  her. 

WIXTITROP. 

In  a  little  while  this  body. 
The  temple  once  of  beauty,  oh,  how  rare  I 
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r  desecrated^  ruin'd,  and  forsaken, 
II  be  hid  in  the  earth ;  they'll  lay  her  i'  the  ground, 
I  shall  walk  upon  it  still,  and  feel 
min. 

MART. 

O  brother  I  if  she  wakes,  have  pity  I 
ciud  to  her ! 

WIXTHROP. 

Be  kind  to  her  !     0  God ! 


>h !  hush ! 


MART. 


HnXTHROP. 

I  have  done  this — I  *ve  murder'd  her  I 
lat  must  covet  this  fair  flower,  and  snatch  it 
from  the  sunny  garden  where  it  grew, 
K'ither  in  an  old  man*8  wintry  bosom ! 
t  could  not  see,  but  pushM  her  tottering  steps 
n  to  the  dizzy  verge  of  steep  temptation. 
•  i»li !  hut,  oh  !  she  seem'd  to  me  so  excellent, 
il  n<»t  recollect  that  she  was  mortal. 


MART. 

ere,  she  awakes  !     Stand  from  her  sight  awhile, 
p  is  it,  sweet?  has  thy  sleep  cheer'd  thee? 
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Yea. 

My  spirit  Btands  a  tip-toe  to  begone; 

Accursed  fear  has  fled  away  for  ever ; 

I  am  at  peace.    To  have  seen  my  husband  once — 

Once  to  have  heard  him  utter  '  I  forgive  thee — ^ 

WIXTHROP. 

I  do  forgive  thee,  wife  I  I  do  forgive  thee ! 

»So  Heaven  have  mercy  on  me,  as  I  do 

Forgive  tliee  with  all  my  soul  I 

l\s:^E  falls  from  her  chair. 

MAKT. 

You  have  been  too  sudden ; 

Her  spirit  hath  hurried  all  affrighted  hence. 

[WiXTHRor  raite*  her. 

ANXE. 

Oh,  bless  thee,  bless  thee,  noble  heart  I 

WIXTHROP. 

And  thou, 
Forgive  thou  me  for  having  married  thee 
Unto  conditions  so  unlike  thine  own. 
Forgive  my  having  thrust  thee  to  the  brink 
And  desperate  precipice  of  thy  temptation. 
Forgive  my  sternness,  and  unyielding  temper. 
And  all  the  nigged  harshness  of  my  nature. 
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ANNE. 

ly  the  divorcer,  marries  us  anew. 

I  I  am  cold,  and  carried  to  that  bed 

knows  no  fellowship,  upon  my  hand 

hou  once  more  my  wedding-ring — i'  the  church — 

:  upon  my  finger  once  again. 


WINTHROP. 
MART. 

teps  draw  near ;  one  knocks. 


I  will. 


JAMES  (without). 

Tisi: 


[ART. 

0  Heaven  I 


ANNE. 

is  JameA  Forrester ;  let  him  come  in. 


no! 


MART. 
ANNE. 

I^  him  come  iu. 


WTNTHROP  (opfpu  the  door). 

Come  in ;  you  Ve  welcome 
is  solemn  house,  where  death,  with  icy  handn, 
ckening  all  our  dearest  knots  of  life. 
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Thy  marriage  peal  shall  be  no  fiineral  knell. 
Nor  shall  a  pall  o'erhang  thy  bridal  bed ; 
Let  pass  these  days  of  mourning,  and  again. 
Before  I  die,  I  '11  smile  to  bid  thee  joy. 

Cheer  thee,  dear  love !  comfort,  my  gentle  Maiy  I 

WISTHROP. 

Come  and  live  with  me,  here,  until  I  die ; 
Vou  are  my  heiress,  all  is  here  your  own. 
The  waters  of  my  life  have  run  to  bitterness, 
And  the  failin<r  fountain  trickles  cold  and  slon*. 
Let  its  last  ebbing  drops  fall  in  the  sunshine 
Of  your  sweet  lovt  and  holy  happiness. 


EBD  OF 
'as   EKOUSH  TRAGEDr.' 


MARY   STUART. 
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B  tnuialation,  the  completion  of  which  is  chiefly  due  to  hif 
O.  PDcouragetnent,  ia  dedicated  by  his  obliged  and  attached 
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The  Author. 


Xon  vorbum  e  verbo,  sed  sensum  exprimere  de  sensu  .  .  .  non  assid**'* 
littera'  dormitanti,  sed  quasi  captives  sensus  in  suam  linguam  vicU>«^ 
jure  transponere. 

St  Jebome,  lOlst  Letter  to  Pammackias  on    ^^ 
best  method  of  translating. 


INTRODUCTION. 


E  pleasure  I  derived  from  Mdlle.  Rachel's  performance  of 
I'reuch  TersioD  of  Schiller's  '  Mary  Stiiart,'  induced  me  to 
lertake  a  trauslaiioQ  of  that  piece  for  the  English  stage, 
comparing  it  with  the  work  of  the  great  German  poet, 
vever,  it  appeared  to  me  so  much  less  worthy  of  the  labour 
vaa  prepared  to  bestow  upon  it,  that  I  determined  to 
^xnpt  aa  Eoglidh  Tendon  of  the  original  tragedy,  aattafied 
t  it  would  be  easy  to  reduce  it  to  acting  dimensipna,  and 
■pt  it  to  the  English  stage,  by  following  the  plan  of  the 
^nch  author,  and  retaining  nothing  of  Schiller's  work  but 
ttt  was  essentially  dramatic  and  effective,  and  bore  direct 
•■tion  to  the  heroine  herself. 

The  French  play,  though  not  a  work  of  remarkable  poetical 
t-it,  does  credit  to  the  good  taste  and  judgement  of  the 
hor  as  an  adaptation  to  the  French  stage.  M.  Mercier  has 
^cted  with  considerable  tact,  out  of  the  great  store  d'  mate* 
la  opened  to  hiiu  in  Schiller's  noble  work,  what  would  make 
effective  and  touching  'acting  play,'  eminently  caJcolated 
display  histrionic  power,  and  excite  the  sympathy  of  an 
dtence, — perhaps  I  should  have  said,  eminently  &Tourable 
a  display  of  the  peculiar  genius  of  any  great  actress  re- 
esentiug  Mary  Stuart,  the 

Bpmtiidcrt  vid  und  rirl  gMchollcn  Hrlena 


198  INTBODUOnOH. 

of  modem  Europe ;  for  of  late  years  tliat  part  alone  bn  bea 
deemed  worthy  of  the  powers  of  a  first-rate  perfbimer,  thoo^ 
when  the  piece  was  first  produced  in  Paris,  and  MdDe. 
Duchesnois,  in  spite  of  her  '  style  larmoyant,*  and  of  her  benf 
the  ugliest  woman  in  France,  charmed  and  touched  all  henti 
as  the  representative  of  Mary,  the  part  of  Elizabeth  receired 
its  due  importance  from  the  fine  acting  of  Madame  Pandol; 
and  Talma  himself  did  not  disdain  to  represent  thattjpe 
of  cowardly  courtier  craft,  Leicester. 

In  Schiller's  play,  the  interest  of  Mary's  situation  is  lo 
equally  balanced  by  the  consununate  skill  with  which  he  btf 
drawn  the  character  of  Elizabeth,  that  I  do  not  wonder  at  die 
great  German  actress,  who  is  said  to  have  displayed  bcr 
varied  powers  alternately  in  the  two  parts.  We  can  imagine 
Mdlle  Bachel  a  terribly  true  Elizabeth,  and  Madame  Ristoiri 
has  proved  by  her  alternate  representation  of  SchiUers  Maiy, 
and  the  Elizabeth  of  the  curious  Italian  play  founded  on  die 
life  of  the  Tudor  Queen,  that  she  combines  the  subtle  menul 
powers  and  keen  intellectual  force  requisite  to  impenonate 
the  English  princess  with  all  the  grace,  dignity,  and  tender- 
ness which  are  the  traditional  attributes  of  her  Scottish 
rival. 

With  its  peculiar  fitness  for  the  French  stage  ends,  howerer, 
I  think,  the  merit  of  M.  Mercier*s  tragedy.  It  no  moit 
represents  Schiller's  noble  dramatic  chronicle^  which  may  be 
called  history  set  to  poetry,  than  the  adaptation  of  Hamlet  hr 
M.  Ducis  can  claim  to  rej)resent  Shakespeare's  great  work. 

The  French  *Mary  Stuart'  is  what  every  other  Frewi 
tragic  drama  was  before  the  time  of  M.  Victor  Hugo's  daring 
inauguration  of  the  so-called  Ecole  Romantique  on  the  Ptri* 
stage;  a  set  of  circumstances  peculiar  to  that  play,  widii 
set  of  characters  or^mmon  to  all  French  plays  in  general— tk 
*  Mcsdames  et  Seigneurs '  of  the  Spanish  *  Cid  '  of  Comeille, 
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the  Jewish  '  Athalie '  of  Racine,  and  the  Grecian  '  Merope  *  of 
Voltaire. 

In  his  delineations  of  Mary  Stuart,  Schiller  has  shown  the 
appreciation  of  genius  for  the  value  of  truth,  and  with  excel- 
lent judgement,  by  making  her  in  the  very  opening  of  the 
play  confess  her  complici^  in  the  murder  of  Damley,  and  the 
smbseqaent  disgraceftd  elevation  of  Bothwell,  he  silences  the 
the  main  accusations  that  could  be  brought  against  her,  and 
to  a  certain  extent  disarms  the  reprobation  that  might  con- 
flict with  the  interest  he  wishes  us  to  feel  for  her. 

She  pleads  guilty  at  the  very  outset,  and  begins  with  the 
humility  of  a  penitent  the  course  of  patient  suffering,  which 
he  makes  her  close  with  the  constancy  of  a  martyr  reiter- 
ating the  same  confession  of  her  early  guilt.  This  is 
masterly ;  for  in  the  first  scene  the  admission  of  her  crime 
inclines  us  to  dismiss  it  with  a  certain  leniency  in  considera- 
tion of  the  severi^  of  her  punishment,  and  in  the  last  her 
repetition  of  the  charge,  which  she  admits,  strengthens 
mightily  the  denial  of  the  subsequent  ones  brought  against 
her  by  her  enemies. 

While  thus  happily  evading  the  impression  of  personal 
detestation  for  these  actions,  and  insisting  with  infinite  pathos 
upon  the  cruelty  and  injustice  of  the  treatment  Maiy  experi- 
enced in  England,  Schiller  shows  with  the  utmost  force  and 
truth  the  circumstances  which  rendered  her  imprisonment  and 
execution  a  political  necessity,  a  measure  of  inevitable  self- 
preservation  on  the  part  of  the  British  Government,  and 
vividly  describes  the  incessant  dangers  and  disturbances  with 
which  her  mere  existence  threatened  England  and  Elizabeth. 

The  scattered  rays  of  historical  testimony  are  gathered  into 
a  poetical  focus  of  light  by  his  genijis,  and  the  creation  of  the 
character  of  Mortimer  is  the  embodiment  of  all  the  sinister 
and   furious   antagonism,   the  unscrupulous  and  implacable 


200  INTRODUCTION. 

liatred  with  which  the  dawn  of  our  civil  and  religious  liberty, 
power,  and  prosperity  was  menaced  by  the  life  of  Miiy 
Stuart. 

Not  Mr.  Froude  himseli*,  the  zcalou:^  cliampion  of  the  Tudor 
sovereigns  (father  and  daughter),  has  drawn  a  more  fiiiihiul 
and  powerful  picture  of  the  perpetual  alaniis  with  which  ihe 
Queen  and  coiuitry  were  shaken  hv  the  pretensions  of  ibe 
Scottish  princess  and  the  intri^rues  of  her  foreign  kindred; 
anil  though,  in  his  review  of  Mignet*s  damnatory  hirrtory  of 
Mary,  lie  lias  treated  her  with  tlie  rancour  of  a  partirain  rather 
tlian  the  impartial  reprolxition  of  an  historiau,  lie  has  in.i 
sur}i;)ssed.  in  his  estimate  of  tlie  nii:<chiefs  he  attributes  to  Ler 
inriuiuce.  the  inipre>ifion  we  derive  uf  them  from  Schiiivr"' 
play. 

(.)n  tlu'  ntluT  hand,  nuthin^  short  of  the  jK*et's  vivid  iilii- 
traiion  of  Klizala'th's  precarious  ix'jsition  ctiuld  mitipite.  toaL; 
tnK-raMe  deLMve,  the  i»diousness  of  the  lincamentas  with  whicii 
he  has  iH.>urt rayed  lier.  But  while,  with  inliniie  >kill.  Ii* 
ivniivls  us  to  admit  the  noiTssitv  of  Mar\-*s  execuiioT:.  l^ 
niakos  the  air«-nrv  i-f  Hlizal»L'tli  in  It,  and  lu-r  mode  ii'  es^r:- 
in?  that  aironov,  tlu*  ri->ult  <>f  a  cvnihinatii-n  of  persona!  motive? 
of  the  K»s<.->t  and  nn-st  detr.staMe  naturt*;  and  il"  Mr.  Fr  ui. 
may  upplaud  the  (irrman  |iX't*s  maMt-rly  de>criptiou  ••r'Ei-y- 
beihV  oiivuni>-;UKvs,  l>r.  Liui.'iird.  ami  I'verv  KomaTi  Ca:Li..:" 
tlnv'uiilir  l^-ii  re  and  >inco  liini.  mi/iir  iiy-ice  in  tiie  chjrj'*-.' 
ho  li;i5»  iracrl  ••I'tlir  ^rta:  :;•  rorii-  S4.\i-ri.ign  wh. 'in  th»y  'l-./-  ■ 

to  »h  iTV. 

riii-  ailiai:*  r-i  ■  t'  j-wrrfiil  dnmiatic  >:ir»:tli'  n»  wil!  Lir-; 
ijuarrii  w:;;;  Vw  : «  '.  1  vit  '.a 'ion  «  l"  lii^rorv  wliioli  ]'r«  v::r">  i.- 
the  ^i ::i  «■:"::.•■  i\it:::;j:  w*t:;r  t\v.»  (^»u»-vii>:  and  :Lt  ^.Tc:  : 
t\t;ui-i:t  :-i-:!v  wi/i  t'-i^rivt'.  1- r  th.-  Niko  *:t  tht  T*i:I:^"' 
beauTv  it"  Ma:-.  ■^  ;;:':  Lr.-'  1 1'  t  i.«'ta>v  -.n  niii::;^  hc.->iV  i- 
■ilvitv  iv  •:.».  r..:A  ■  '.' V-  :!.^::*:«  1^ .  :i.t  ii.a.^nrate  jf  ;ru  '.  .• 
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knowledge  which  makes  her  diHCover  the  hills  of  Scotlaud 
and  navigable  waters  that  bathe  the  shores  of  France  in  the 
midland  county  of  Northamptonshire.  This  scene  is  generally 
considered  the  climax  of  the  play  in  representation,  and  throws 
into  comparative  inwgnificance  even  the  melancholy  interest  of 
the  last  act.  The  one  which  follows  it  waa  judiciously  omitted 
by  M.  Mercier  IVom  his  adaptation,  and  should  undoubtedly 
be  omitted  in  any  English  acting  version  of  the  play  ;  for  there 
is  a  coarse  cruelty  in  the  outrage  oflcred  to  Mary  by  the 
inHine  fimatic  Mortimer  of  which  it  would  be  difficult  ttt 
make  an  Engfiflh  audience  acquiescent  spectators :  nor  can  1 
imagiDe  the  geniuH  of  the  greatest  actress  that  ever  lived 
investing  either  with  dignity  or  grace  the  terror  and  disgust  of 
a  woman  helplessly  compelled  to  listen  to  such  insults. 

The  character  of  Mortimer  is  a  powerful  and  true  exponent 
of  the  peculiar  class  of  men  of  whom  the  ranks  of  the  Catholic 
party  in  England  were  then  mainly  composed,  and  irom  whom 
Mary's  unscrupulous  foreign  partisans  recruited  their  appro- 
priate  inBtroments ;  but  in  the  treatment  of  it,  and  more 
particularly  in  the  developemest  of  his  passion  for  Maty, 
we  recognise  the  element  of  not  very  l<>gitimate  power,  by 
which  all  Europe  was  thrilled  and  iascinated  on  the  first 
production  of  Schiller's  '  Robbers ; '  an  element  which  betrays 
itself  in  some  degree  in  all  his  plays,  and  which  made  the 
arch-critic  Goethe  accuse  him  of  a  'love  for  the  horrible,' 
when  he  resisted  Schiller's  desire  to  have  Alva  introduced  in 
the  last  scene  of '  Egmont,'  a  triumphant  and  malignant  witness 
of  his  execntioD.  Schiller  had  a  more  poetical  nature  than 
Goethe,  but  he  had  not  the  fastidious  exquJRiteness  of  taste 
which  the  great  courtier  poet  possessed  above  any  man  that 
universal  literature  can  show — a  iaculty  which  he  had  culti- 
vated into  such  unerring  perfection  thai  we  are  t«npted  to 
conaider  it  a  natural  gifl.  and  to  hold  it  the  greatest  of  all  his 
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great  endowiRcnts ;  foi^tting,  perlinpa,  that  while  it  cheeked 
sJJ  excesses  of  intellecttuil  extravagance,  it  dwarfed  the  gnurlb 
of  moral  excellence,  and  ended  by  substituting  tie  perceptiao 
of  beauty  for  the  love  of  God  and  man. 

Of  the  scene  between  Melville  and  illary,  where  fba  con- 
fcKsca  and  receives  the  sacr&ment,  it  can  only  be  said,  thu  il  it 
impossible  for  Englisli  people  of  the  present  day  to  conceive  rf 
sucli  subject*  being  made  matters  of  theatrical  reprvaenladon 
for  IB  spite  of  the  violation  of  all  artistic  proprie^,  and  p 
prie^  much  more  Berious  d:an  that  which  ia  merely  a 
by  the  mode  in  which  it  is  now  the  fashion  U 
spectacle  of  human  dissolution  in  all  iu  terrible  and  rerolm 
details — a  sight  round  which  awe  and  tendeme«  alike  dnw 
the  curtains  of  reverent  silence  s 
common  respect  lor  our  common 
gross  mimicry  upon  a  stage— it  is  U. 
still  be  long  before  the  most  holy  i 
religion  is  considered  a  Intimate  subject  for  dramatic  a- 
hihition  in  an  English  theatre. 

In  reading  Schiller's  play  this  scene  is  one  of  the  mM 
touching,  and  of  course  the  most  solemn,  in  the  whole  cum- 
[)osition.  1  think,  however,  that  the  objection  which  I 
applied  to  the  last  scone  between  Mary  and  Mortimer  uf  bcia; 
tixi  horrible  and  shocking  one's  senidbility  unnecesatuilj,  i> 
applicable  also  to  Leicester's  soliloquy  ailer  Maty 'sdeporinrp  to 
execution  ;  it  jars  upon  the  elevated  pathos  of  her  &rewell  like 
a  liarsli  and  violent  diiscird  at  the  close  of  some  sirain  ti 
celestial  melancholy  music.  The  exit  of  the  Queen  to  ba 
death  aAer  her  porting  words  of  tender  foi^venow  to  ha 
lover  brings  the  pathos  of  the  story  to  ita  Intimate  dramatic 

As  tlje  stage  docs  not  (and  very  properly)  present  to  os  tlw 
K]icctacle  of  her  execution,  the  descrijitioii  nfit  byLacHHT** 


ind  darkness,  and  of  which 

mortality  should  forbid  tk 

be  presumed,  that  it  will 

>f  the  Christtu 


B  from  the  monds  beneuL  the  Sow,  kddi 

'  for  iLe  Queen,  whose  moral  mgaay  we 

d  wfaoie  sabaequent  phjsica]  agon^  li*a  the 

«  after  the  keener  trial  through  which  we 

r  tnumphaiit  paaeage,  while  it  dl<turbfl  with 

f  jnat^al  horror  the  sad  and  sweet  aereni^ 

in  her  &te.     If  it  is  ut^  that  lh« 

rorldliness  of  Leicester  ileaerre  the 

b  s  HitnatioD,  we  can  onlj  say  that  he  has  by 

a  indifferent  tq  us  as  to  Mary,  and  that  his 

I  and  angniBfa  can  excite  no  ^'upathy  after 

ft  called  forth  by  her. 

a  of  Schiller's  work,  the  finest  in  evCTy 

19  Uary's  entrance  in  tlie  Park  of  Futheringsy, 

r  ^e  blank  verse  into  exquisite  lyrics  ia  at 

,   beaiitaful,  and   natmal ;   Mortimer's  de- 

t  first  ecene  with  Mary,  of  bia  conrersioa  to 

abeth'a  soliloquy  before  signing  the  death- 

wonderfiilly  beautifiil  description 

i  of  that  Church  which  alone  of  all 

K  waironts  and  comprebendB  the  application 

■  dwn  ends;  the  last  ia  a  masteily  delineation 

J  of  contending  motives  to  which  Schiller 

b  a  prey,  and  which  reaches  its  overwhelm- 

b  scene  by  the  preponderance  of  those  which 

:8  chiefly  in  the  power 
i,  and  in  tlie  force  with  which  the 
i  the  latter  are  generally,  whether 
IPfty  ide:kl  proportions,  tiud  the  hinguage  in 
!,  always  elevuted  and  admitting  no  comic 
dignified  and  declamatory  than  passionate, 
&»I.  For  these  reasons  Schiller's  plays 
mg  the  most  difficult  works  that  a  trans- 
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liatred  with  which  the  dawn  of  our  civil  and  religions  libeitr. 
powcj',  and   prosperity  was   menaced  by   the   life  of  llaiy 

Stuart. 

Not  Mr.  Froudc  himself,  the  zealous  cliampion  of  the  Tudor 
sovereigns  (father  and  daughter),  has  drawn  a  more  frithfol 
and  powerful  picture  of  the  perpetual  alarms  with  which  the 
Queen  and  country  were  shaken  by  the  pretenttions  of  tlie 
Scottish  princess  and  the  intrigues  of  her  foreign  kindred; 
and  though,  in  his  review  of  Mignet*8  damnatoiy  history  of 
Mary,  lie  has  treated  her  with  the  rancour  of  a  partiisan  rather 
than  the  impartial  reprobation  of  an  historian,  be  has  nut 
surpassed,  in  his  estimate  of  the  mischiefs  he  attributes  to  her 
influence,  tlie  imjiression  we  derive  of  tliem  from  Schiller* 
play. 

On  the  other  hand,  nothing  short  of  the  iK>et*s  vivid  illu*- 
ti-ation  of  Elizabeth's  precarious  position  could  mitigate,  to  any 
tolerable  dcgi-ee,  the  odiousness  of  the  lineaments  with  which 
he  has  {Kjurtrayed  her.  But  while,  with  infinite  skill,  he 
compels  us  to  admit  the  necessity  oi'  Mary's  execution,  he 
makes  the  agency  of  Klizabeth  in  it,  and  her  mode  of  exert- 
ing that  agency,  the  result  of  a  combination  of  personal  motives 
of  the  bjisest  and  most  detestal>le  n.iture ;  and  if  Mr.  Froude 
may  ap])lau(l  the  (Tcrman  poet's  masti^ly  description  of  Eliza- 
beth's circumstances.  Dr.  Lingard,  and  every  Roman  Catholic 
chronit'ltT  before  and  since  liim,  might  rejoice  in  the  character 
he  has  trace<l  of  the  great  heretic  sin* ereign  whom  they  dcliglii 
to  dccr\'. 

Tlie  admirers  of  |X)werful  dramatic  situations  will  lianllj 
(juarrel  with  the  bold  violation  of  history  which  prociures  hbn 
the  scene  of  the  meeting  of  the  two  Queens;  and  the  lover  oi 
ex«juisite  jMKilry  will  forgive,  for  the  sake  of  the  jiathetii' 
beauty  of  Mary's  outburst  of  ecstasy  on  finding  liersell"  a* 
liberty  in  the  Park  of  JbVjtlieringJiy,  the  inaccurate  geognijihical 
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knowledge  which  makeH  her  diaoDTer  the  hills  of  Scotland 
and  navigable  waters  that  bathe  the  shoreB  of  Prance  in  the 
midland  county  of  Nurthamptonshire.  This  scene  is  generally 
considered  the  climax  of  the  play  in  representation,  and  throws 
into  comparatlTe  inugnificance  even  the  melancholy  interest  of 
the  last  act.  The  one  which  follows  it  was  judiciously  omitted 
by  M.  Mercier  from  bis  adaptation,  and  should  undoubtedly 
be  omitted  in  any  English  acting  version  of  the  pUy  ;  for  there 
is  a  coarse  cruelty  in  the  outrage  offered  to  Mary  by  the 
insane  fimatic  Mortimer  of  which  it  would  be  difijcult  to 
make  an  English  audience  acquiescent  spectators :  nor  can  I 
imagine  the  genins  of  the  greatest  actress  that  ever  lived 
investing  either  with  dignity  or  grace  the  terror  and  disgust  of 
a  woman  helplessly  compelled  t«  listen  to  such  insults. 

The  character  of  Mortimer  is  a  powerful  and  true  exponent 
of  the  peculiar  daaa  of  men  of  whom  the  ranks  of  the  Catholic 
party  in  England  were  then  mainly  composed,  and  from  whom 
Mary'a  unacrupulous  foreign  partisans  recruited  their  appro- 
priate instroments;  but  in  the  treatment  of  it,  and  more 
particuUrly  in  the  developement  of  his  passion  for  Mary, 
we  recognise  the  element  of  not  very  legitimate  power,  by 
which  all  Europe  was  thrilled  and  fascinated  on  the  first 
production  of  Schiller's  '  Robbers; '  an  element  which  betrays 
itself  in  some  d^ree  in  all  his  plays,  and  which  made  the 
arch-critic  Goethe  accuse  him  of  a  '  love  for  the  horrible,' 
when  he  reristed  Schiller's  detiire  to  have  Alva  introduced  in 
the  last  scene  of '  Egmont,'  a  triumphant  and  malignant  witness 
of  his  execution.  Schiller  had  a  more  poetical  nature  than 
Goethe,  but  he  had  not  the  fastidious  exquisitencss  of  taste 
which  the  great  courtier  poet  possessed  above  any  man  that 
universal  literature  can  show — a  faculty  which  he  had  culti- 
vated into  such  unerring  perfection  that  we  are  tempted  to 
consider  it  a  natural  gitt,  and  to  hold  it  the  greatest  of  all  his 
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hatred  with  which  the  dawn  of  our  civil  and  relig^oiu  Ubeity, 
power,  and   prosperity  was  menaced  bj   the   life  of  Muy 

Stuart. 

Not  Mr.  Froude  himself,  the  zealous  chanapion  of  the  Tudor 
sovereigns  (father  and  daughter),  has  drawn  a  more  £utlifiil 
and  powerful  picture  of  the  perpetual  alarms  with  which  die 
Queen  and  country  were  shaken  by  tlie  pretenaions  of  the 
Scottish  princess  and  the  intrigues  of  her  foreign  kindred; 
and  though,  in  his  review  of  Mignet^s  damnatory  bistoiy  d 
Mary,  lie  has  treated  her  with  the  rancour  of  a  partisan  nuber 
than  the  impartial  reprobation  of  an  historian^  he  has  nc* 
surpassed,  in  his  estimate  of  tlie  mischiefs  he  attributes  to  ha 
iulluence,  the  impression  we  derive  of  tlieni  from  Schiller's 
play. 

On  the  other  hand,  nothing  short  of  the  poet's  vivid  illus- 
tration of  Elizabeth's  precarious  position  could  mitigate,  to  any 
tolei-able  degree,  the  odiousness  of  the  lineaments  with  which 
he  has  ixjiu-trayed  her.  But  while,  with  infinite  skill,  li« 
compels  us  to  admit  the  necessity  of  Mary's  executioa,  he 
makes  the  agency  of  Elizabeth  in  it,  and  her  mode  ol*  exert- 
ing that  agency,  the  rcjsult  of  a  combination  of  personal  raotivrf 
ol' the  1  wisest  and  most  detestable  nature;  and  ifMr. FrciuJe 
may  a[)plau(l  the  German  ]X)et's  masterly  description  of  Elifl- 
Ixftli's  circuinstjiiices.  Dr.  Lingard,  and  every  Roman  Cathilic 
iliroiiiclrr  belore  and  since  liim,  might  rejoice  iu  the  characttf 
lie  has  traced  of  the  great  heretic  sovereign  whom  they  dt-ii^^Jt 
to  (leery. 

The  admirers  of  powerful  ch*amatic  situations  will  luinlj 
(juarrel  with  the  bold  violation  of  history  which  procure*  biai 
the  scene  of  the  meeting  of  the  two  Queens;  and  the  lover  H 
ex(pii.site  poetry  will  forgive,  for  the  sake  of  the  jaihetic 
l)eauty  of  Mary's  outburst  of  (ecstasy  on  finding  herwlt*  n 
liberty  in  the  Park  of  E/;tliering;iy,  the  inaccurate  geograi-liicii 
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he  gathen  its  prooeas  from  the  sounds  beneath  the  floor,  adds 
nothing  to  our  pity  for  the  Queen,  whose  moral  agonj  we 
have  witnessed,  and  whose  subsequent  physical  agony  has  the 
effect  of  a  coarse  bathos  after  the  keener  trial  through  which  we 
have  just  seen  her  triumphant  passage,  while  it  disturbs  with 
images  of  merely  material  horror  the  sad  and  sweet  serenity 
of  her  heroic  acquiescence  in  her  &te.  If  it  is  urged  that  the 
miserable  weakness  and  worldliness  of  Leicester  deserve  the 
retribution  of  such  a  situation,  we  can  only  say  that  he  has  by 
this  time  become  as  indifferent  tq  us  as  to  Mary,  and  that  his 
tardy  repentance  and  anguish  can  excite  no  83rmpathy  after 
that  which  has  been  called  forth  by  her. 

As  detached  portions  of  Schiller^s  work,  the  finest  in  every 
respect,  I  think,  are  Mary*s  entrance  in  the  Park  of  Fotheringay, 
when  the  break  of  the  blank  verse  into  exquisite  lyrics  is  at 
once  most  poetical,  beautiful,  and  natural;  Mortimer's  de- 
scription, in  his  first  scene  with  Mary,  of  his  conversion  to 
Bomaniam ;  and  Elizabeth's  soliloquy  before  signing  the  death- 
warrant.     The  second  is  a  wonderfuUy  beautiful  description 
of  the  peculiar  fiiscinations  of  that  Church  which  alone  of  all 
Christian  Churches  warrants  and  comprehends  the  application 
of  all  means  to  its  o¥ni  ends ;  the  last  is  a  masterly  delineation 
of  the  great  agony  of  contending  motives  to  which  Schiller 
represents  Elizabeth  a  prey,  and  which  reaches  its  overwhelm- 
ing climax  in  this  scene  by  the  preponderance  of  those  which 
urge  her  to  sign  Mary's  sentence. 

The  beauty  of  Schiller's  plays  consists  chiefly  in  the  power 
of  the  dramatic  situations,  and  in  the  force  with  which  the 
characters  are  delineated;  the  latter  are  generally,  whether 
good  or  bad,  of  lofty  ideal  proportions,  and  the  language  in 
which  they  converse,  always  elevated  and  admitting  no  comic 
adnoiixture,  is  rather  dignified  and  declamatory  than  passionate, 
imaginative,  or  poetical.  For  these  reasons  Schiller's  plays 
are  by  no  means  among  the  moctt  diflicult  works  that  a  trans- 
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KRX77RDY. 

Good  sir,  have  pity ; 
Strip  her  not  of  tliis  last  remaining  treasure. 
Th'  unfortunate  cheats  her  dark  present  fortune 
With  this  poor  relic  of  her  former  greatness. 
For  you  have  taken  from  her  all  but  this. 

PAULKT. 

'T  is  in  safe  hands ;  and  at  a  fitting  time 
Will  scrupulously  be  restored  to  her. 

KENNEDY. 

0  Heavens  !  who,  beholding  these  bare  walls, 

Could  e'er  believe  a  queen  had  such  a  dwelling  ? 

No  royal  dais  above  her  seat ;  no  covering 

To  keep  the  rough  groimd  from  her  delicate  feet. 

With  coarse  and  scanty  tin  her  table  served. 

No  poorest  gontlewomau  but  is  costlier  furnish 'd.  " 

PAULKT. 

Twas  thus  her  husband's  board  was  spread  in  Stirling, 
While  she  pledged  her  gallants  in  cups  of  gold. 

KKNNKDY. 

Not  e'en  a  mirror's  neoflful  ornament. 

I»ArLKT. 

No  ;  for  while  she  can  gaze  on  her  vain  in^ige 
She  will  not  cease  to  venture  and  to  hope. 
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KENXKDT. 

No  book  with  wise  discourse  to  cheer  her  spirit. 

PADLBT. 

She  has  her  Bible,  that  will  cleanse  her  heart. 

KSNIIKDI. 

Her  lute  ta'eo  from  her,  whose  kind  voice  did  comfort 

her 
With  long-remember'd  strains. 

PAULBT. 

Ay,  with  lewd  love-songa. 


Is  this  the  &te  reserved  for  her  who  seem'd 
Bom  to  be  fortune's  darling — queen  from  her  cradle- 
Kear'd  in  the  splendour  of  the  Medici's  court, 
Where  in  an  atmosphere  of  joy  Bbe  flourish'd  ? 
Is 't  not  enough  to  rob  her  of  all  power  ? 
Must  you  strip  bare  her  life  of  every  solace  ? 
The  load  of  a  great  sorrow  teaches  greatness — 
Strength  to  endure — but  the  noblest  courage  fails 
From  day  to  day  *neath  petty  Injuries. 

PAULBT. 

Let  her  divorce  her  thoughts  from  vanity. 
A  life  of  wanton  pomp  and  luxury 
Is  best  atoned  by  lowly  penitence. 
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hatred  with  which  the  dawn  of  our  civil  and  Teligiona  libertji 
power,  and   prosperity  was  menaced   by   the   liie  of  Maiy 

Stuart. 

Not  Mr.  Froude  himself,  the  zealous  champion  of  the  Tudor 
sovereigns  (father  and  daughter),  has  dra¥ni  a  more  £iithfiil 
and  powerful  picture  of  the  perpetual  alarms  with  which  the 
Queen  and  country  were  shaken  by  the  pretenaions  of  the 
Scottisli  princess  and  the  intrigues  of  her  foreign  kindred; 
and  though,  in  his  review  of  Mignet's  damnatory  hiatory  of 
Mary,  he  has  treated  her  with  the  rancour  of  a  partuAn  rather 
than  the  impartial  reprobation  of  an  historian,  he  haa  not 
surpassed,  in  his  estimate  of  tlie  mischiefs  he  attributes  to  her 
influence,  tlie  impression  we  derive  of  them  from  Schiller's 
play. 

On  the  other  hand,  nothing  short  of  the  poet's  vivid  illua- 
tration  of  Elizabeth's  precarious  position  could  mitigate,  to  any 
tolerable  degree,  the  odiousness  of  the  lineaments  with  which 
he  has  poiu*trayed  her.  But  while,  with  infinite  skill,  he 
compels  us  to  admit  the  necessity  of  Mary's  execution,  he 
makes  the  agency  of  Elizabeth  in  it,  and  her  mode  of  exert- 
ing that  agency,  the  result  of  a  combination  of  personal  motives 
of  the  basest  and  most  detestable  nature ;  and  if  Mr.  Froude 
may  applaud  the  German  |X)et'8  masterly  description  of  Eliza- 
beth's circiiiiistances,  Dr.  Lingard,  and  every  Roman  Cathclic 
chronicler  before  and  since  him,  might  i-ejoice  in  the  character 
he  has  traced  of  the  great  heretic  sovereign  whom  they  delight 
to  decrv. 

The  admirers  of  powerfiil  dramatic  situations  will  liardly 
quarrel  with  the  bold  violation  of  history  which  procure*  him 
the  scene  of  the  meeting  of  the  two  Queens ;  and  the  lover  of 
exquisite  poetry  will  forgive,  for  the  sake  of  the  jiathetic 
beauty  of  Mary's  outburst  of  ecstiisy  on  finding  herself  at 
liberty  in  the  Piiik  of  Fotlieriiigay,  the  inaccurate  geogra]thical 
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knowledge  which  makes  her  diiKorcr  the  hkllo  of  Scotland 
and  navigable  waters  that  bathe  the  shorps  of  France  in  the 
niidland  county  of  N'urthauii>toiiHtiire.  This  hccuu  in  generally 
roniiiilered  the  climiu  of  the  play  in  representation,  and  throwa 
into  comparative  inugniticance  even  the  melancholy  interest  of 
thelaot  act.  Tlic  one  which  Ibllows  itwasjudicinuMly  omitted 
by  M.  Mercier  from  iii.i  adaptation,  and  should  tin<loubtedIy 
tM-fimittedin  any  English  acting  version  of  tlie  piny  ;  for  thei'e 
is  a  coante  cruelly  in  the  outrage  offfrcit  to  M.iry  by  the 
inwne  Gutatic  Mortimer  of  which  it  wiiul<l  be  difticult  to 
nuke  Bti  English  audience  acquifHceut  tt[)ectator« :  nor  can  I 
imagine  the  genius  of  the  greatest  actreM  that  ever  lived 
invcMuig  eitlicr  with  dignity  or  grace  the  terror  and  dif^st  of 
a  woman  helplwsly  compelled  to  listen  to  such  insults. 

The  clwracter  of  Mortimer  is  a  powerful  and  true  exponent 
(if  the  peculiar  clan  of  men  of  whom  the  ranks  of  the  Cathohc 
party  in  England  were  then  mainly  composed,  and  fixim  whom 
Mary's  unscrupulous  foreign  partisans  recruited  their  appro- 
priate iturtrunients ;  but  in  the  treatment  of  it,  and  more 
porticubrly  in  the  developemont  of  his  passion  for  Mary, 
we  recognise  the  element  of  not  very  legitimate  power,  by 
which  all  Euro[)e  was  thrillu<1  and  loscinnted  on  the  first 
l>ro<luction  of  Schiller's  '  K<i1>)>cni ; '  an  element  which  betrays 
ifx-lf  in  some  degree  in  all  his  ptnys,  and  which  made  the 
an  h-crilic  fificlhe  accuse  him  of  a  ■  love  for  the  hnrrible,' 
wh-n  he  resisted  Schiller's  desire  to  have  Alva  iiilrodticed  in 
th<-  la«r  siH'nc  of 'EgmonI,' a  triumphant  and  malignant  witness 
•■f  his  exccHli'in.  Schiller  lia<l  n  more  poetical  nature  than 
llt^the,  but  he  had  not  the  fastidious  exijuiKileni-ss  i<f  taste 
whirh  the  great  enurtier  pi>et  posee«HKl  above  any  man  that 
iiiii\iT-<il  literature  can  show — a  &enlly  which  he  had  culti- 
rati-tl  iniii  such  unerring  {wrfeelirm  tluit  we  are  lemp((-d  to 
rniiriiler  it  a  lutunil  gift,  and  to  hold  il  the  greatest  'if  all  his 
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KENNBDT. 

ADd  if  her  youth  fail'd  to  resist  temptation. 
That  lies  between  her  conscience  and  her  God, 
England  afTords  no  judge  with  whom  she  reckons. 

PAULET. 

Where  she  has  sinn*d  there  too  will  she  be  judged. 

KENVRDT. 

Your  prison  bars  allow  scant  room  for  sinning. 

PAULET. 

Scant  as  the  room,  she  has  found  it  wide  enough 

Thence  to  stretch  forth  her  arm  and  hurl  abroad 

Into  our  land  the  torch  of  civil  discord, 

And  'gainst  our  queen,  whom  God  defend,  to  turn 

Th'  assassin's  steel.     From  these  close  prison  walls. 

Did  she  not  summon  Babington  and  Parry 

To  the  accursed  guilt  of  regicide  ? 

Did  her  strait  fetters  hinder  her  from  weaving 

Her  wily  nets  round  Norfolk's  noble  heart  ? 

An  offering  to  her  craft,  fell  the  best  head 

In  all  this  land  beneath  the  headsman's  stroke ; 

Nor  scared  his  bloody  fate  from  the  same  abyss 

Those  other  madmen  that  she  beckon'd  to  it. 

The  scaffold  loads  itself  with  daily  victims. 

Given  to  death  for  her;  nor  will  this  end 

Till  she,  the  guilty  cause  of  guilt,  ascends  it* 


So.  I.  H^T  sniAsT.  an 

Curse  on  the  day  when  first  our  shores  received 
This  queen  of  guiles,  this  Helen  as  their  guest '. 

SESSSJtJ. 

Yea,  guest-like,  with  tnie  hoepitality, 

Haa  England  welcomed  the  unfortunate, 

Who,  since  the  day  she  landed  on  your  coast, 

A  fugitive  and  suppliant,  seeking  succour 

From  kindred  blood,  'gainst  kings'  and  nations'  righta 

Is  held  a  prisoner  here ;  in  darkest  durance. 

Has  wept  away  the  fair  years  of  her  youth ; 

The  dreary  hours  of  her  imprisonment 

Steeped  in  the  very  dregs  of  bitterness. 

And  now  as  a  common  felun  call'd  to  stand 

Before  your  judgment-bar,  arraign'd  aud  question'd. 

Challenged  to  answer  for  her  life — a  queen ! 


Peace '.  she  came  hither  reeking  red  with  blood. 

Hunted  by  her  own  people  from  the  throne 

That  she  had  stain'd  with  murder ;  hither  came  she, 

Sworn  enemy  to  England's  weal,  to  bring 

The  bloody  times  of  Spanish  Mary  hack, 

To  make  our  country  popish  o'er  again, 

Aud  give  't  into  the  Frenchman's  hand  to  spoil ! 

Why  has  she  obatiQately  still  refused 

To  sign  the  treaty  drawn  at  Edtnbui^h  ? 

Her  idle  claims  why  doth  she  not  forof^o, 
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And  with  one  stroke  of  the  pen  unbar  her  prison  ? 
No ;  she  loves  better  to  lie  groaning  here 
Over  the  much  misuse  that  tries  her  virtue. 
Than  to  renounce  an  empty  title's  boast. 
Because  she  looks  to  free  herself  by  summoning 
The  devil  of  conspiracy  to  her  aid, 
And^  weaving  her  poisonous  nets  with  subtle  industry, 
Entangle  in  their  meshes  the  whole  land. 

KEJfJTEDY, 

Sure  sir,  you  jest  I  —  a  bitter  biting  jest — 

That  lends  such  dreams  to  one  buried  alive. 

To  whom  hope  breathes  no  whisper ;  whom  can  reach 

No  friendly  voice  from  her  far  distant  home ; 

WTio  since  long  years  beholds  no  human  face 

Save  that  of  her  stern  gaoler ;  who  within 

The  last  few  days  sees  herself  wateh'd  and  guarded 

By  a  new  spy,  your  rude  unmanner'd  kinsman ; 

And  still  new  bars  to  her  iron  cage  are  added. 

PAULET. 

No  iron  bars  can  cage  her  cunning  spirit. 

What  know  I  but  these  prison  bars  are  filed, 

Seady  to  break  asunder  at  a  tpuch ; 

This  floor,  Uiese  walls,  that  outwardly  seem  fast. 

Bored  through  to  let  in  treachery  while  I  sleep  ? 

Accursed  office  fallen  to  my  lot. 

O'er  this  ill-brooding  mischief  to  keep  watch ! 
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Fear  hunts  me  up  from  sleep ;  all  night  I  walk 
Like  an  unquiet  ghost  about  my  caatle 
To  see  if  the  bars  be  feat  and  the  guard  waking ; 
And  trembling  I  behold  each  morning  break, 
Lest  it  make  good  the  worst  of  my  forebodings. 
But  it  is  well — there  is  some  hope  't  will  end ; 
For  I  would  rather  watch  the  damn'd  in  hel! 
Than  this  pernicious  Queen. 

KKNNKDI. 

She's  here  herself. 

PAtJLEI. 

The  cruciliz  in  her  hand,  and  in  her  heart 
Worldliness,  wantonnesB,  and  boundless  pride. 

l-BUer  Mabt  mth  a  rotary  in  A«r  Jkm 
Eenvest  gon  towrdi  tu 
KBN.1KDT. 

Oh,  madam,  we  are  trampled  imder  foot; 
Hard-hearted  tyranny  knows  no  more  bounds ; 
And  every  day  heaps  some  new  injury 
On  your  uncrowned  head ! 

MABT. 

What  is  it,  Hannah  ? 
What  has  be&llen  ? 

KEIfXEDT. 

See,  see  here '  your  caaket 
Broke  open !  all  your  papers  \  and  the  lant 
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Poor  treasure  with  such  love  and  reverence  guarded. 
Sole  remnant  of  your  princely  bridal  gear, 
Lie  in  his  hands.     Now  you  have  nothing  left ; 
Nothing  of  all  your  royal  dower — ^nothing! 

MABY. 

Be  comforted ;  these  toys  are  not  my  royalty. 
We  may  be  basely  used^  but  not  made  base. 
Much  have  I  learnt  in  England  to  endure ; 
I  can  bear  this.     Sir,  you  have  violently 
Seized  upon  that  which  I  had  willingly 
To-day^deliver'd  to  you.     Among  those  papers 
Is  a  letter  to  my  royal  sister ;  give  me 
Your  knightly  word  that  you  '11  deliver  it 
To  her  own  hand,  not  to  the  hand  of  Burleigh. 

PAULET. 

I  will  bethink  me  how  to  deal  with  it. 

MART. 

Sir,  you  shall  know  its  import.     In  it 
I  crave  a  weighty  boon — even  to  have  speech 
With  her  own  self,  whom  I  have  ne'er  beheld. 
By  men  have  I  been  judged,  whom  I  admit  not 
My  peers,  nor  know  how  I  should  answer.     She — 
Elizabeth — is  of  my  blood,  my  rank,  my  sex  ; 
And  unto  her — ^a  kinswoman,  a  queen, 
A  woman — can  I  utter  my  whole  mind. 


MAKt   STDAItT. 


Madam,  you  Ve  often  trusted  &te  and  hoDour 
To  men  less  worthy  of  your  good  respect. 


Another  grace  have  I  beaought,  which  sorely 

Sheer  inhumanity  alone  denies  me. 

Long  in  my  prison  have  I  been  deprived 

Of  the  holy  Cbiirch's  comfortable  sacrament: 

Those  who  have  robb'd  me  of  my  crown  and  freedom, 

And  threaten  now  my  life,  yet  surely  seek  not 

To  shut  the  door  of  Heaven  agtunst  my  soul. 

PADLST. 

Whene'er  you  choose,  the  chaplain  of  the  castle — 

MABT. 

No ;  I  will  have  no  chaplain  of  your  castle. 
But  a  priest  of  mine  own  faith.  Moreover, 
Some  counsellors  and  men  versed  in  the  law 
To  help  me  order  my  last  testament. 
The  wasting  tooth  of  this  long  prison  sorrow 
Gnaws  at  my  life ;  I  fear  my  days  are  counted, 
And  I  would  settle  all  things  as  for  death. 

PAU1.KT, 

That  shall  not  be  amiss ;  such  cares  become 
The  case  in  which  you  stand. 
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XABT. 

Nay,  who  shall  tell  me 
That  this  too  tedious  dungeon  martyrdom 
May  not  be  shorten'd  by  impatient  hands  ? 
My  last  will,  therefore,  I  '11  set  down,  bequeathing 
Lawfully  what  is  mine  tio  whom  I  wilL 

PAX7LET. 

You  may  do  so ;  the  Queen  of  England,  madam. 
Will  scarce  enrich  herself  by  plundering  you. 

KABT. 

I  have  from  all  my  loving  gentlewomen 
And  faithful  gentlemen  been  separated. 
What  has  become  of  them  ?  their  services 
You  have  indeed  constrain'd  me  to  for^o. 
But  I  would  fain  know  how  it  fares  with  them. 

PAULKT. 

Madam,  your  household  has  been  fitly  cared  for. 

[/7r  Ugoim 

MART. 

Are  you  departing,  sir,  without  one  word 
To  calm  this  terrible  strife  of  doubt  and  fear. 
Beneath  whose  joint  assaults  my  spirit  quails — 
Not  one  poor  word  to  lift  from  off  my  heart 
The  deadly  load  of  this  uncertainty  ? 
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Thanks  to  tiie  watchfulness  of  your  spies,  I  am 
From  the  whole  universe  cut  oflF;  no  tidings 
Even  of  my  own  doom  can  pierce  these  walls. 
My  life  lies  in  the  hand  of  mine  enemies. 
A  month  of  dreary  hours  has  oozed  away 
Since  hither  came  your  Lords  Commissioners ; 
Here^  in  this  castle^  like  fate  falling  on  me^ 
A  court  convened  with  sudden  haste — myself 
Cited  to  appear  before  it,  unprepared 
By  warning — unprovided  with  defence. 
Amazed  beyond  the  use  of  my  own  faculties, 
I  stood  before  an  unknown  tribunal,  hearing 
Their  cunningly  framed  and  heavy  accusations. 
Like  ghosts  they  rose  before  me,  and  so  vanished ; 
And  from  that  day  terrible  silence  dwells 
Upon  all  lips.     In  vain  I  seek  in  your  eyes 
To  read  if  mine  innocence  and  my  friends'  zeal 
Or  the  hatred  of  mine  enemies  has  prevail'd. 
Oh,  break  this  hideous  spell,  and  let  me  know 
What  yet  remains  to  fear,  or  w:hat  to  hope  1 

PAULET  {pftfT  a  pause). 

Make  your  account  with  Heaven. 

XABT. 

I  trust 
In  Heaven's  mercy,  and  I  also  trust 
In  the  justice  of  my  earthly  judges. 
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PAULET. 

Doubt  iioi» 

All  justice  will  be  done  you* 

XABT. 

Is  my  trial 

Concludedy  sir  ? 

PATTLKI. 

I  know  not. 


XABT. 

Is  it  possible 
They  have  condeinn'd  me  ? 

PAIJLET. 

Madam,  I  do  not  know. 

MART. 

You  are  apt  to  make  quick  work,  I  know :  belike 
My  murder,  like  my  trial,  may  be  sudden. 

PAULET. 

Think  that  it  may  be  so ;  so  shall  you  stand 
With  a  spirit  better  arm'd  for  the  event. 


MABT. 

Nothing  can  move  my  wonder,  sir,  decreed 

By  the  court  in  Westminster,  urged  on  to  sentence  me 


8c.  1.  MABY  STUART.  219 

By  Burleigb's  hate  and  Hatton's  zeal ;  yet  know  I 
Some  things  the  Queen  of  England  may  not  dare. 

PAULET. 

From  the  Parliament  and  their  own  consciences 
Our  sovereigns  hold  their  limit  of  authority ; 
And  that  which  justice  lawfully  decrees, 
Fearless  of  the  whole  world  they  will  fuIfilL 

[Enter  MobtiheB;  who  addresses  Paulet  without 

appearing  to  notice  the  Queen. 

HOHTIMER. 

You  're  wanted,  uncle. 

[JExit  MoRTiMEB ;  the  Queen,  who  has  observed 
him  with  dispieasure,  turns  to  Paulet  as 
is  he  about  to  follow  his  nepheto, 

mahy. 

Hold,  sir ;  one  word  more. 
If  you  have  aught  to  impart  to  me,  from  you 
I  will  bear  much — your  age  hath  privileges  ; 
But  I  will  not  endure  the  insolence 
Of  that  unmanner'd  youth  ;  henceforth. 
Spare  me  the  needless  insult  of  his  presence. 

paulet. 

Even  for  that  honest  bluntness  which  offends  you, 
I  prize  my  nephew,  madam.     His  is  not 
A  heart  to  melt  in  wily  woman's  tears ; 
Spite  of  his  foreign  sojourning  in  Paris 
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And  Rheimi^5  he 's  still  an  honest  Englishmaii, 

And  all  your  arts  are  merely  wasted  on  him. 

lExU  Pavul 

KENKEDT. 

This  to  your  face — ^this  insolent  coarseness ! 
It  is  too  much. 

MABT. 

Oh  no,  it  is  mere  justice. 
Oft  in  the  days  of  my  prosperity 
I  lent  to  flatterers  a  willing  ear ; 
Shall  I  not  bear  the  harsh  voice  of  reproof, 
That  never  speaks  save  to  adversity  ? 

KENNEDY. 

Dear  lady,  wherefore  thus  cast  down  and  spiritless  ? 
Time  was  wlien  you  would  cheer  and  comfort  me. 
And  I  was  wont  to  chide  your  too  much  confidence. 

MABT. 

I  know  liim  well ;  King  Darnley's  bloody  ghost 
Threat'ningly  rises  from  his  grave  before  me. 
And  he  will  never  be  at  peace  with  me 
Until  my  cup  of  misery  is  full. 

KENNEDY. 

What  thoughts  are  these  ? 


HABT  8TDABT. 


Thou  hast  forgotten,  Hannah  ; 
My  memory  keeps  tmer  reckoning. 
This  is  that  anmrersary  of  horror 
Which  still  I  greet  with  fasting  and  with  penance. 


Oh,  let  the  evil  spirit  rest  at  last  I 

With  years  of  sorrow  and  of  adverse  fortune 

Have  you  atoned  the  deed :  the  Church  that  holds 

The  keys  of  loosing  and  of  hinding — yea, 

And  Heaven  itself — has  pardon'd  you  loi^  since. 


Bleeding  a&esh,  the  loi^-for^ven  guilt 

Throws  the  light  covering  from  its  shallow  grave. 

And  crying  for  revenge,  my  husband's  ghost 

Comes  forth ;  nor  to  his  everlasting  bed 

Shall  ever  sound  of  consecrated  bell 

Or  sight  of  the  host-bearing  priest  dismiss  him. 

Not  yours  the  deed ;  yon  did  not  murder  him. 

VABT, 

I  knew  of  it ;  I  suffer'd  it ;  and  smiling, 
Beckon'd  him  to  the  death-snare. 
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KEiriTEDT. 

Your  weak  youth 
Pleads  some  excuse  for  you. 

XABT. 

Yea,  youth  too  weak 
To  bear  the  load  of  guilt  I  laid  upon  it, 

KEN17EDY.       « 

By  bitterest  injuries  were  you  provoked, 
And  by  your  husband's  haughty  tyranny. 
He  whom  from  out  his  own  dim  destiny 
Your  love  had  lifted  as  with  power  divine, 
Exalting  him,  your  bridegroom,  to  your  throne, 
With  all  your  loveliness  endowing  him. 
And  the  great  ancient  glories  of  your  crown — 
How  could  he  e'er  forget  that  his  high  fortune 
Was  but  the  gift  of  all-bestowing  love  ? 
And  yet  he  did  forget  it,  thrice  unworthy. 
With  base  suspicions  he  dishonour'd  you, 
With  coarse  unmannerly  roughness  he  offended 
Your  gentleness,  and  lost  favour  in  your  sight. 
The  charm  dissolved  that  had  deceived  your  eyes, 
You  fled  his  rude  embraces,  and  repaid  him 
Disdain  and  scorn,  his  due  reward.     And  he. 
Sought  he  your  love  again  ?  to  soft  relenting 
Strove  he  to  woo  you,  kneeling  at  your  feet 
With  fond  humility  and  fairer  promise  ? 
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Not  he ;  bidding  defiance  to  your  power. 
He  Bought  to  lord  it  o'er  you — he,  your  creature. 
Before  your  very  eyes,  by  Mb  command. 
Was  the  Edr  gentle  Rizzio  Btabb'd  to  death. 
Ah,  you  but  paid  with  blood  that  bloodiest  deed. 

KABT. 

And  bloody  vengeance  will  come  on  me  for  it ! 
Thou  eeek'st  to  comfort  me,  and  spaak'st  my  doom. 

Because  thou  hinderedst  not,  thou  didat  it  not. 

Fasaion'B  blind  frenzy  had  laid  hold  of  thee. 

And  bound  to  the  yoke  of  the  seducer  BothwelL 

Ah,  not  alone  the  Tillain  ruled  thy  bosom 

With  man'a  supremacy  of  power  and  will ; 

But  with  foul  spells,  and  charms,  and  hellish  potions. 

All  evil  arts — 

MART. 

His  evil  arts  were  none 
But  his  determined  purpose  and  my  weakness. 

EENNEDT. 

Not  so;  I  say  all  fiends  were  leagued  with  him. 
Ere  he  had  cast  his  devilish  glamour  o'er  thee ; 
Seal'd  were  thine  eyea  and  ears  to  every  warning; 
And  woman's  shield  of  fear  thou  hadat  cast  away : 
Thy  cheeks,  the  home  of  Uushing  modesty, 


9M  HART  SIDABi;  A 

Glow'd  with  th'  unholy  flame  of  wild  desire ; 

The  veil  of  secrecy  thou  didst  tear  off. 

And  his  insolent  triumph  trampled  on  thy  shames 

With  stony  brow  thou  gav'st  to  the  world's  eye 

Thy  passioD,  to  the  murderer's  bloody  band 

Trusting  the  sword  of  Scotland,  which  he  bore. 

Amid  the  curses  of  the  common  folk. 

Through  Edinburgh  streets  proudly  before  thee. 

Beset  with  weapons  "was  the  Parliament  house ; 

And  in  the  very  temple  of  high  justice 

A  bold  aod  bitter  mockery  nf  judgment, 

WruDg  by  thy  will,  proclaim'd  th'  assassin  guiltless. 

Yet  further  didat  thou  dare — Heareos  ! 


Speak  it  oat; 


Before  Crod's  altar  I  became  his  wife. 


Oh,  let  an  everlasting  silence  cover 

That  desperate  deed,  shameful  and  terrible. 

Worthy  alone  of  an  utter  castaway ! 

Yet,  oh,  thou  art  not  Buch — thou  art  not  such. 

I  know  thee ;  yea,  e'en  irom  thy  childhood  upwards 

Have  I  been  near  thee.     Gentle  is  thy  heart; 

Thy  nature  owns  the  sway  of  modesty ; 

Too  light  a  mind  is  all  thy  heaviest  guilt. 

Yet  once  again  I  say  it — evil  spirits 
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There  be,  that  in  th'  unguarded  breast  of  mao 
In  &tal  boun  suddenly  make  their  home. 
Terror  b^;ins  in  us  their  hideous  work ; 
And  flying  back  to  hell,  they  leave  behind 
Desperate  madness  in  the  tainted  bosom. 
Since  that  black  deed  that  darken'd  all  thy  days. 
Of  nothing  blameworthy  hast  thou  been  guilty. 
I  can  bear  witness  to  thy  life's  straight  course. 
Take  conn^,  then,  and  with  thyself  make  peace. 
Nor  was  the  sin  thou  moum'st  committed  here. 
Neither  Elizabeth  nor  her  English  Parliament 
Can  he  thy  judges.    Violence  alone 
Here  bows  thee  down ;  and  before  their  tribunal 
With  the  firm  trust  of  innocence  may'st  thou  stand. 


[MOBTIKKB  appeart  at  the  door. 
■EBHBST. 

T  is  Paulet's  nephew ;  hence,  sir  1  hence ! 

xoKtaaa  {aUtrmg  eautioiidy,  to  kshkest). 
Withdraw  and  watch.     I  must  speak  with  the  queen. 

Hannah,  remun  here. 

MOBUKBB  {giving  her  a  bOtr). 

Read  this  paper,  madam. 
And  know  me  better. 
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MART. 

Heavens !  what  is  this? 

XOBnKER. 

Good  Mistress  Kennedy,  watch,  lest  my  uncle  oome. 

Mary  {to  kennrdt,  who  looks  douUfidfy  towards  the  qitxxj). 

Go — ^go ;  do  what  he  bids  thee  {readmg  the  Utter), 

From  my  nDcIe» 
The  Cardinal  of  Lorraine  !  from  France — ^firom  France  I 
*  Trust  in  the  bearer  of  this  paper ;  in  England 
You  have  no  truer  friend.'     Is  it  possible  ? 
Am  I  not  cheated  by  some  vain  delusion  ? 
A  friend  so  near  at  hand  1     Now,  whilst  I  lay 
Forsaken  as  I  thought  by  the  whole  world. 
You — ^you — the  kinsman  of  my  prison-keeper — 
You,  whom  I  thought  my  bitterest  enemy — 

mortimeu  (Jhroinng  himself  at  her  feet), 

0  queen,  forgive  the  hateful  impious  mask, 
Which  to  have  worn  thus  long  I  scarce  endured. 
Yet  I  should  bless  it ;  to  your  feet  it  brings  me, 
There  to  swear  loyalty,  help,  and  deliverance ! 

MARY. 

Rise;  you  amaze  me,  sir !     Not  suddenly  thus 
Can  I  from  deepest  misery  spring  to  hope. 
Speak,  sir,  and  make  such  joy  seem  possible. 
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MORXnCEB. 

Time  flies ;  my  uncle  presently  will  be  here ; 
And  with  him  comes  the  hated  Burleigh  hither. 
'Ere  with  his  dreadful  message  he  surprises  you^ 
Xasten  how  Heaven  sends  deliverance  to  you 

MABT. 

A  miracle  of  its  mercy  hath  it  wrought. 

MOBTDCRB. 

Torgive  if  with  myself  my  tale  begins. 

MABT. 

Speak,  sir. 

MOBTIMBB. 

My  twentieth  year  I  number'd,  madam, 
Saving  been  train'd  in  straightest  paths  of  duty, 
.And  nourished  in  the  deepest  hate  of  Rome, 
^When  an  unccmquerable  wild  desire 
I3rove  me  to  wnnder  on  the  Continent 
The  dreary  Puritan  house  of  pra/r,  and  home, 
^  left  behind  me,  and  with  rapid  steps 
I^aasing  through  France,  I  sought  with  eager  longing 
The  beautiful  Italian  land.     It  was 
The  Season  of  the  Church's  holiest  feast ; 
The  sunny  roads  swarm'd  with  a  host  of  pilgrims ; 
^Uch  sacred  image  wore  a  crown  of  flowers, 
^'    -^^  all  tht  tribes  of  the  earth  seem'd  bound  to  Heaven. 


k 
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The  stream  of  joyful  worship  swept  me  on. 
And  bore  me  on  its  waves  even  Into  Borne. 

0  queen  t  bow  fared  it  with  me  when  amazed 

1  saw  ariBe  before  me  all  the  pomp 
Of  lordly  pillar  and  triumphal  arcb  ? 
The  ruin'd  splendour  of  the  Coliseum 
Began  the  spell  which  soon  a  nobler  shrine. 
In  its  bright  world  of  wonders,  fa8t«Q'd  on  m& 
Ne'er  had  I  felt  the  power  of  art  and  beauty ; 
The  Church  that  claim'd  me  hates  the  soft  euchaiitii 
That  binds  the  senses ; — image  will  it  none, 

And  honours  nothing  but  the  bodiless  Word. 

■VMiat  then  became  I,  as  within  the  t«mple 

I  trode,  and  heard  the  strains  that  come  from  heava 

And  all  the  lovely  witchery  of  form 

From  wall  and  dome  sprang  into  life  before  me? 

All  highest  and  all  holiest  influences, 

Toiich'd  by  the  ravish'd  senses,  stirr'd  within  me. 

And  holiest  Faith  visibly  sto'jd  before  me, 

Whtn  I  behold  the  angel's  heavenly  greeting. 

The  .Saviour's  birth,  the  lovely  Virgin  Mother, 

Th"  ascended  Trinity,  and  bright  Trans figurat inn: 

'\\'hen  in  his  splendour  I  beheld  the  pope 

Filling  his  holy  office,  and  the  people  blessing — 

WHiat  'b  the  pale  glimmering  of  gold  or  jewels 

Wherewith  the  kings  of  the  earth  adorn  themselnij 

He  only  with  imearthly  splendour  shiues. 

And  heaven's  kingdom  may  his  house  be  call'd, 

P'or  not  of  this  world  is  its  glorious  l>eauty. 


ife'B  freA  md  g^frrng  jiimirt*  rime  "VmEtwy  x 

^muenUex 


Ck«],  lo !  my  pnani  dove  fpcng  cpoi-  free 
xUenlj  etood  m j  boiiI,  gieoang  life  £  ^gbL 
41red  I  Bvore  to  m  j  old  nsrcnr  craed, 
xUi  a  btA  gaiiaad  boimd  mj  yondi&l  IrcnK, 
Ckd  full  at  joy  jan'd  dioBe  wiko  did  r^oia^ 
ith  many  noble  SootduDen  I  oaoKsled, 
^  Inrdy  gaUants  from  tiie  kod  of  Fnooe ; 
fcey  drew  me  to  the  dwelling  of  your  node, 
he  Cardinal  of  Gidse.     Ob,  wltat  a  man ! 
'  what  a  stead&at  and  a  eoraagu  bomI  '. 
aw  truly  bom  a  goventor  of  qnrits '. 
.e  eipreaa  model  of  a  royal  priest ' 
inince  of  the  Church — Dooe  other  like  to  him. 


bat !  you  hare  seen  the  uoUe  countoiaiice 

that  revered,  that  best-belored  man — 
^  godly  gnide  of  my  inexperieaced  youth  ? 
•wD  me,  does  he  yet  remember  me  ? 
'W  thrive  his  stately  fortunes  ?     Is  he  otill 
•  pride,  the  prop,  the  piUar  of  our  Church  ? 
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With  excellent  humility  he  stoop'd 

To  be  himself  my  teacher  in  the  Saith, 

And  scatter  all  the  doubtings  of  my  spirit. 

Ue  show'd  me  how  man's  grovelling  reason  still 

Led  him  to  error  only;  that  the  eye  must  see 

What  the  heart  must  believe ;  that  the  Church  need^s>d 

One  head  in£Bdlible ;  and  that  the  Spirit  of  truth 

Bested  upon  the  councils  of  the  Fathers. 

How  quail'd  before  his  conquering  intellect 

And  the  persuasion  of  his  eloquent  lips. 

The  puny  forces  of  my  childish  faith ! 

Back  to  the  Church's  bosom  I  retum'd, 

And  in  his  hands  abjured  my  heresy. 

HAHY. 

So  you  are  one  among  the  many  thousands 
That  he,  like  the  heavenly  Preacher  of  the  mountaio.^^ 
Hath  seized  with  his  sacred  might  of  eloquence 
And  guided  to  salvation  everlasting. 

HOBTIXF.R. 

Soon  after  this,  summon'd  to  France,  he  sent  me 
To  Bheims,  where  the  holy  company  of  Jesus 
Piously  labour'd,  training  English  priests. 
Here  did  I  find  that  noble  Scotchman,  Slorgan, 
And  your  faithful  Lesley,  the  leam'd  bishop  of  Boss, 
Dragging  their  joyless  days  of  banishment 
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Sofninoe.    To  thqae  moft  wortby 
1  nyseli^  and  in  their  fellowibip 
■^tfea'd  ny  bitli.    One  day  it  chanced 

■B  the  hidiop'a  dwelling  I  beheld 
pictare  of  a  woman,  whose  fair  image 
i  fast  my  eyes  and  heart  with  strange  emotion. 
nmoBt  aool  was  touch'd  with  the  mighty  spell, 
powerleaa  o'er  myself  I  stood  and  gazed. 
1  may  you  gaze  in  wonder  and  in  pity,' 
e  the  good  bishop, '  on  that  gracious  &ce ; 
biiest  of  all  women  in  the  world 

all  earthly  women  the  most  miserable ; 
\aooa  for  our  holy  Church's  sake 
nisbes  in  your  Und  this  hapless  lady.' 

HABI. 

oithful  heart  1     No,  I  have  uot  lout  all 
i  my  ill  fortune  leaves  me  such  a  friend. 

MOBTUKB. 

words  that  thrill'd  my  heart  then  did  he  paint 
dreary  martyrdom  and  your  foes'  bloody  hate, 
royal  lineage  he  laid  before  me, 
four  descent  from  the  high  house  of  Tudor ; 
need  me  you  alone  should  reign  in  England, 
lot  this  after-thought  of  queen— brought  forth 
an  adulterous  bed — ^by  her  own  fiither 
'  cast  off  for  cause  of  bastardy, 
id  I  trust  alone  his  warrant  for  it ; 
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I  sought  the  ootmsel  of  law-leamed  men ; 

I  studied  nought  but  genealogies. 

And  every  source  of  knowledge  that  I  tried 

Witness'd  the  strength  of  your  most  rightful  claim. 

In  Kngland  are  you  guilty  but  of  this — 

That  the  land  wherein  you  lie  a  prisoner 

Is  your  inheritance,  your  lawful  kingdom. 

XABT. 

Thrice  fettal  right  1  sole  source  of  all  my  wrongs ! 

MORTDCEB. 

Now  came  the  rumour  that  you  were  removed 
From  Talbot's  castle  to  my  uncle's  guard. 
The  wonder-working  hand  of  Heaven  I  saw 
In  this  event,  and  the  loud  call  of  fate 
To  me  whose  arm  was  chosen  to  set  you  free. 
My  friends  approved  my  hopes,  the  Cardinal 
Confirm'd  them  with  his  counsel  and  his  blessing. 
And  tutor'd  me  in  the  heavy  task  of  feigning. 
Quickly  the  plan  was  woven,  and  I  tum'd 
liomewards  to  mine  own  land,  where  I  set  foot 
Ten  days  ago,  and  stood  in  your  royal  presence. 
You  I  beheld — ^no  more  a  painted  image. 
Oh  1  what  a  treasure-casket  is  this  castle ; 
No  prison,  but  a  shrine  of  precious  beauty. 
More  full  of  splendour  than  the  English  court. 
Yea,  and  thrice  happy  they  who  may  but  breatlu^ 
^Vithin  these  walls  the  air  that  you  inhale. 


rja(-%^- 
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Oh,  wisely  doth  Elizabeth  here  cage  you. 
Shut  from  all  eyes ;  she  knows  that  if  but  once 
Your  gracious  loveliness  shone  on  the  land, 
England  would  rise  up  as  one  man  t'  acknowledge  you. 

MABT. 

Oh,  well  for  me  had  England  but  your  eyes  I 

MOBTIKEB. 

The  world  would  have  them  could  it  but  behold  you, 

Afl  I  have  done,  in  your  unworthy  durance. 

With  what  a  royal  courage,  saintly  humbleness. 

You  hourly  suffer  wrong  and  contiunely, 

A  queen  amid  all  griefs  and  injuries. 

Nor  can  this  prison  dim  your  beauty's  lustre ; 

Each  ornament  of  life  is  wanting  here. 

But  your  mere  presence  makes  a  light  and  splendour. 

Oh,  never  does  my  foot  approach  this  threshold 

That  my  heart  thrills  not  with  delight  and  sorrow. 

Beholding  you.     But  the  end  draws  near  apace ; 

With  every  hour  the  danger  presses  close. 

I  dare  no  longer  pause — ^no  longer  from  you 

Hide  the  stem  &te  that  threatens  you. 


They  've  sentenced  me  ? 
Speak  wi^out  fear — I  shall  not  fear  to  hear  it. 


254  1UBT  8IUABT.  Aat 


The  two  and  forty  judges  have  oondemn'd  you ; 

The  Lords  and  Commons,  and  the  city  of  London, 

Vehemently  demand  the  sentence  be  fulfilled. 

Elizabeth  still  warers,  and  makes  show 

Of  greater  mercy  than  her  connsellorsi, 

And  therein  shows  fisdse  canning,  not  true  mercy  — 

Making  it  seem  that  they  compel  her  wilL 


M  ABT  (kM  campomre). 

Sir,  you  have  spoken  nothing  to  amaze 

Or  fright  me ;  even  for  such  an  embassage 

I  have  been  long  prepared.     I  know  my  judges. 

And  I  can  well  believe  that,  after  all 

I  have  endured,  they  dare  not  set  me  free. 

I  know  how  feur  they  11  venture ;  in  some  dungeon 

All  the  remainder  of  my  life  must  waste, 

And  my  revenge  and  right  be  buried  there. 


HORTIMEB. 


No,  no  !  believe  it  not :  not  so  will  it  end. 
Nor  tyranny  leave  its  damn'd  work  half  done. 
Long  as  you  live,  Elizabeth's  fear  lives  too ; 
No  dungeon  buries  deep  enough  your  claim  ; 
Her  throne  stands  safely  only  on  your  grave. 
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MABT. 
What  I  shall  the  headsmaii'B  bloody  gripe  be  laid 
Upon  the  head  of  a  thrice-anointed  queen  ? 
She  dares  not  do  iL 


e  dares — she  dares — she  will 


Will  she  thtis  trample  in  the  mire  of  infamy 
All  ChriBtian  sovereignty — her  own  withal  F 
And  fears  she  nothing  the  revenge  of  France  ? 

MOBTimB. 

She  makes  with  France  &ir  league  and  amity, 
And  gives  the  Duke  of  Anjou  her  hand  and  crown. 

Will  not  the  King  of  Spain  take  anna  against  her  ? 

She  fears  no  foreign  arios  while  she  keeps  peace 
At  home  with  her  subjects. 

■CAST. 

And  to  those  subjects 
Will  she  dare  give  this  hideous  spectacle  ? 

IfOBTIXEB. 

This  land  has  seen,  madam,  of  late  too  many 
Women  of  royal  state  come  down  from  the  throne 
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And  mount  the  scaffold :  up  those  bloody  steps 
Elizabeth's  mother  climbM— ^md  S[atharme  Howard 
And  fair  young  Lady  Grey  had  worn  the  Grown. 

MABT  (after  apmue). 

No,  Mortimer — never  believe  it — ^never. 

The  care  of  your  faithful  heart  blinds  you  for  me. 

And  conjures  a  vain  terror  to  appal  you* 

T  is  not  the  scaffold,  sir,  that  I  need  fear ; 

There  be  yet  other  means  more  safe  and  secret 

Through  which  the  Queen  of  England  may  avoid 

My  claim :  before  she  finds  an  executioner 

It  will  be  easier  to  find  a  murderer. 

This  is  the  fear  that  shakes  me ;  and  no  cup 

Touches  my  lips  but,  shuddering,  I  bethink  me 

It  may  contain  a  draught  of  my  sister's  love. 

MOBTIMER. 

Oh,  fear  it  not ;  nor  open  nor  concealed 
Shall  murder  to  your  precious  life  draw  near. 
All  is  prepared :  twelve  noble  English  youths. 
Bound  by  one  compact  all,  this  very  day 
Have  sworn  upon  the  holy  sacrament 
With  the  strong  arm  of  right  to  set  you  free. 
Count  d'Aubespine,  the  French  ambassador. 
Knows  of  oiu-  oath,  and  join'd  his  hand  to  ours ; 
And  in  his  palace  is  our  place  of  meeting. 


HABI  arOABT. 


Ah,  through  my  heart  you  send  a  thrill  of  terror. 

Not  joy  —  a  horrihle  forewarning  of  dismay. 

What  is 't  ye  undertake  ?    Do  ye  well  know  ? 

Do  not  the  bloody  heads  of  Babington 

And  Tischboume,  rear'd  on  Loudon  Bridge,  affright  ye  ? 

Even  in  such  attempts  they  found  their  fate. 

And  only  made  my  chuns  the  heavier. 

Generous,  and  brave,  and  young,  why  should  ye  perish  ? 

Hence,  and  forget  you  ever  have  beheld  me. 

Already  *mong  your  ranks  Burleigh  perchauce 

Has  sown  his  spies.     Leave  me,  and  live;  for  I 

Have  had  no  friend  that  e'er  was  fortunate. 

MOBxatsB. 
The  bloody  heads,  set  for  a  grisly  warning 
On  London  Bridge,  nothing  affright  my  soul ; 
Nor  the  disastrous  fate  of  those  unoumber'd 
Who  found  their  death  in  the  same  enterprise: 
They  found  therein  an  everlasting  giory ; 
And  blest  are  they  who  die  to  set  you  free. 


Nor  force  nor  cunning  can  avail  to  save  me. 
Powerful  and  watchful  are  mine  enemies ; 
And  at  my  prison  door  not  Paulet  only, 
And  his  guard  keep  ward  over  me-r^I  England 
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Stands  sentinel  at  these  gates :  Elizabeth 
Of  her  free  will  alone  can  open  them. 


XOBTDCEB. 


Then  hope  it  never. 


MART. 

One  man  alone  might  do  it. 

MOBTDCER. 

Oh,  let  me  know  his  name. 

MARY. 

The  Earl  of  Leiceste 

MORTIMER. 

Your  bloodiest  enemy,  Elizabeth's  darling. 

MARY. 

If  I  can  yet  be  saved,  't  is  he  can  save  me. 
Go  to  him — haste — speak  freely  with  him,  Mortir 
And  for  a  witness  that  you  come  from  me, 
Bear  him  this  letter — it  contains  my  picture. 

[^She  takes  a  paper  from  her  hosom.     Mon 
starts  hacky  and  hesitates  to  rei 

Nay,  take  it     I  have  carried  it  conceal'd 
About  my  person,  for  your  uncle's  watchfulness 
Left  me  no  way  to  reach  him ;  you  are  come, 
Sent  by  my  guardian  angel,  to  my  succour. 
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MORTIXBB. 

Oh,  madam,  deign  t'  unravel  this  strange  mystery. 

MABT. 

The  Earl  of  Leicester  will  unwind  it  to  you. 
Trust  him ;  he  will  trust  you — Who  comes  ? 

[Enter  Ksnvjsdt, 

KENNEDY. 

Sir  Amias  Paulet,  with  a  lord  from  court* 

XOBTIMEB. 

'T  is  Burleigh :  call  your  courage  to  you,  madam, 
And  with  indifferency  hear  his  tidings. 

[Exeunt  Mobtdceb  (xnd  Eennedt  ; 
enter  BintLEiOH  and  Paulbt. 

PAULET. 

Madam,  to-day  you  wish'd  for  certain  knowledge 

Of  your  fate ;  Lord  Burleigh  comes  to  bring  it  to  you ; 

With  steadfastness  receive  it. 

MART. 

Worthily 
I  hope,  as  it  becomes  the  innocent. 

BURLEIGH. 

Commission'd  by  the  council— 


XAET  CTUAR. 


iSy  LovQ  Bflriflifl 
Readily  lends  his  tongue  to  the  tribanal 
To  which  he  hatb  already  given  hia  spiriL 


You  speak  as  though  you  already  knew  the 

MABT. 

Since  my  Lord  Burleigh  brings  it,  I  do  know  it. 
To  the  bufiinees,  sir. 

BKBLXIfiH. 

Madam,  having  referr'd  yotm^ 
To  the  judgment  of  the  two  and  forty  peers — 

■UBT. 

Pardon,  my  lord,  that  at  the  very  outset 
I  must  arrest  your  words.    I  have  accepted, 
Say  you,  the  judgment  of  the  English  peers. 
That  have  I  never  done  I — never ;  my  rank, 
The  honour  of  my  people,  and  my  son, 
And  of  all  sovereigns,  could  I  so  deny. 
Your  laws  compel  not  me — but  if  they  did. 
Your  meanest  citizen,  by  those  laws  protected. 
Is  tried  by  his  peers.     Have  you  a  jury  of  kings 
To  try  me  by  ? — my  peers  are  kings,  my  lord. 
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BURLEIGH. 

Vou  heard  the  aocusatioDs  brought  against  you, 
And  therein  did  acknowledge  the  tribunal. 

MARY. 

Through  Hattou's  cunning  craft  was  I  induced, 

Por  my  honour's  sake,  and  in  unshaken  faith 

Of  the  triumphant  victory  of  my  cause. 

To  lend  an  ear  to  those  same  articles, 

And  the  grounds  whereon  they  rested :  due  respect 

I  nieant  to  show  ypur  lords,  but  never  meant 

To  accept  their  right  to  pass  judgment  on  me. 


BURLElon. 


''^Tiether  you  admit  it,  madam,  or  deny  it, 
*■  •  mere  form  without  significance, 
'^Tiich  will  in  nowise  bar  the  course  of  judgment. 
*  ^U  breathe  the  air  of  England,  and  enjoy 
"^r  law's  protection,  and  must  needs  obey 
^  power. 


MART. 


I  breathe  the  air  of  an  English  prison. 

^1  you  that  living  'neatli  the  law's  protection  ? 

^tlung  I  know,  and  nothing  seek  to  know, 
^^  your  law's  protection.     I  am  not  England's  subject, 
**^t  the  free-born  sovereign  of  a  foreign  land. 

R 


And  think  you  that  the  title  of  a  aoroeigii 
Can  give  the  right  to  sow  bloody  dinn«H 
In  the  boBom  of  the  land  unpaniahed  P 
How  stood  it  with  the  safety  of  all  natdona. 
If  the  sword  of  justice  might  not  aim  its  atroke. 
At  a  royal  guest,  as  at  the  meanest  beggar  ? 


I  fear  and  I  refuse  no  reckoning: 
The  judges  only — I  will  not  accept. 

BDBLEIOH. 

The  judges  —  nay,  but,  madam — are  they  tiien 
Drawn  from  the  common  herd  —  a  sort  of  rabble? 
Shameless  tongue-waggers  —  to  whom  truth  and  rip* 
Are  things  bo  vile,  that  they  would  bow  themselns 
Readily  to  a  judgment  preordained  them  ? 
Are  they  not  rather  the  first  men  of  the  land — 
Powerful  enough  to  dare  be  true,  and  high  euou^ 
To  look  beyond  prince-fear,  and  all  base  custom? 
fie  they  not  e'en  the  men  who  rule  this  nation 
Of  free  and  noble  people,  —  whose  mere  names 
Are  warrant  i^inst  every  doubtful  thing  ? 
At  their  head  stands  the  shepherd  of  the  Church, 
The  holy  Primate,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury ; 
The  excellent  Talbot,  Keeper  of  the  Seals ; 
And  Howard,  Admiral  of  our  kingdom's  d 
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'y  could  the  sovereign  of  this  reahn  do  more 
TbaAn  choose  the  best  and  noblest  of  the  realm 
To    make  them  judges  of  this  royal  question  ? 
U    it  to  be  believed  that  party  hate 
SrK^  irches  such  souls  as  these  ?  —  and  can  it  be  thought 
TiA^^t  forty  chosen  gentlemen  should  join 
T*^  give  a  passionate  perjury  for  their  verdict  ? 

MABT. 

^'ondering  I  listen  to  that  eloiiuent  tongue, 
That  still  has  been  so  adverse  to  my  fortunes. 
How  fthall  an  unlearned  woman  like  myself 
•^nawtr  the  master  of  such  potent  speech  ? 
So,  were  your  judges  such,  sir,  as  you  say, 
'  Heeds  must  give  my  cause  for  lost,  it  seems, 
And  call  myself  guilty,  because  they  condemn  me. 
Aixd  yet  these  names,  by  you  deem'd  of  such  virtue, 
'^  «io6e  weight  of  worth  must  crush  me  to  the  dust, 
***  the  records  of  your  country,  sir,  I  see 
filing  far  other  and  less  noble  parts. 
*^^  this  high  nobility  of  England  — 


**«  kiugilonfs  lonlly  senate  —  e'en  as  slaves 
^  a  seraglit/s  sidtan,  Ixiw  to  the  will 
^  my  despotic  uncle,  Henry  the  Eighth. 
^«e  this  immaculate  House  of  lA>rd8,  as  vile 
*^*»  the  base  rabble  of  the  venal  commons, 

'^ke  and  unmake  their  edicts ;  bind  and  loose 
'^Me  tie  of  marriage  at  their  king's  command  ; 
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To-day  the  (laughters  of  the  royal  blood 
Thrusting  aside,  with  shameful  brand  of  bastardy, 
And  to-morrow  calling  them  to  wear  the  crown ; 
And  four  times,  under  four  successive  sovVeigns, 
Suffering  conversion,  for  pure  conscience'  sake. 

BURLEIGH. 

You  call'd  yourself  a  stranger  to  our  laws. 

You  are  well  versed  in  our  evil  fortunes,  madam. 

MART. 

And  these  shall  be  my  judges  I  my  Lord  High  Treasurer. 

I  will  deal  uprightly  with  you,  so  deal 

With  me.     'T  is  said  you  love  and  serve  your  country 

And  queen  with  true  unwearied  fealty ; 

I  well  believe  it.     Not  self-seeking  policy 

Sways  you,  but  the  high  interest  of  the  realm 

And  its  sovereign.     Even  for  that  very  reason 

Should  you  mistrust  yourself,  my  lord,  lest  that 

Should  seem  to  you  justice  and  right,  which  is 

Indeed  no  more  than  a  shrewd  state  policy. 

I  nothing  doubt  it,  by  your  side  there  sit 

Among  my  judges  worthy  noblemen  ; 

But  they  are  Protestants,  and  jealous  too 

For  England's  weal.     Can  such  men  speak  true  j^ 

ment 
On  me,  the  Roman  Catholic  queen  of  Scotland  ? 
No  Englishman  deals  fairly  with  a  Scot : 
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T  is  an  old  saying,  and  so  true  an  one, 

That  never  before  any  seat  of  justice 

>Iay  Scot  or  Briton  witness  'gainst  each  other : 

Experience  made  this  into  law,  my  lord ; 

And  in  old  custom  lives  authority, 

So  that  it  should  be  honour'd.     On  these  islands. 

As  on  a  narrow  plank  floating  at  sea, 

Nature  together  cast  unkindred  folk ; 

Sharing  it  too  unequally  between  us. 

And  leaving  us  to  fight  out  the  division : 

The  narrow  Tweeii,  like  a  thread,  alone  divides 

The  fiery  nations,  aud  with  mingled  blood 

Of  neighbour  foes  oft  are  its  waters  thick. 

For  a  thousand  years  on  either  bank  have  stood, 

rbreatening  and  sword  in  hand,  the  adverse  races : 

^'o  enemy  strikes  at  the  peace  of  England 

^tio  has  not  for  his  swift  ally  the  Scot, 

<*  civil  war  bursts  into  flame  in  Scotland 

hu^  ig  not  fire<l  or  fann'd  by  an  English  hand, 

'^«i  never  will  this  deadly  hatred  die 

^11  in  one  Parliament,  the  lawgivers, 

"^d  under  one  sceptre,  the  two  peoples,  meet. 


BURLRIOn. 


^c|  such  a  happiness  the  Stuart's  sway 
given  to  England  ? 
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XABT. 

Why  should  I  deny  it  ? 
Yea,  I  had  hope  under  the  olive's  shade 
Some  day  to  join  two  free  and  noble  nations. 
Nor  thought  in  evil  hour  myself  to  be 
The  victim  of  their  mutual  enmity. 
The  ancient  jealousy  and  envious  grudge 
I  dreamt  I  happily  might  quench  for  ever. 
And  as  my  grandsire,  Richmond,  twined  together 
The  rival  roses,  the  two  rival  crowns 
Of  England  and  of  Scotland,  I  might  join. 

By  an  ill  way  have  you  walked  to  reach  that  goal, 
Who  have  set  the  land  on  fire,  and  sought  to  climb 
Through  the  flames  of  civil  strife,  the   steps  of  t 
throne. 

MART. 

Never,  by  the  great  God  in  heaven,  never  I 
When  did  I  so  ?  where  is  your  proof  of  it  ? 

BUR  LEIGH. 

I  came  not  here  to  wrangle,  madam  ;  nor  is 

The  case  a  matter  more  for  idle  words. 

Of  two  and  forty  voices,  all  but  two 

Have  spoken  you  guilty,  in  that  you  have  broken 

The  statute  and  decree  but  last  year  framed. 
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By  which  it  is  enacted  thus  : — *  Whenever 
Seditious  tumult  shall  be  stirr'd  in  the  land, 
Id  the  name  and  behoof  of  any  individual. 
The  Crown  shall  exercise  its  lawful  right 
Of  trial  and  of  prosecution,   • 
^▼en  to  the  death  of  any  so  proved  guilty.' 
A*k1  since  it  now  appears — 

MART. 

My  Lord  of  Burleigh, 
1  nothing  doubt  that  a  decree  expressly 
^hde  to  condemn  me,  will  be  used  to  do  it 
^'oe  to  the  victim  when  one  selfsame  tongue 
Ordains  the  law,  accuses,  and  condemns ! 
Can  you  deny  it,  sir,  that  this  new  statute 
Was  for  my  special  overthrow  devised  ? 

BrRLEion. 
Madam,  it  might  have  been  your  special  warning ; 
You  have  yourself  converted  it  to  a  snare. 
Vou  saw  the  abyss  yawning  before  your  feet. 
And  wam*d  to  shun  it,  cast  yourself  therein. 
You  held  intelligence  with  Babington, 
The  trait<»r,  and  his  fellow-murderers, 
(H  all  their  movements  you  were  cognisant. 
And  from  your  prison  guided  their  conspiracy. 

MART. 

When  did  I  thus  ?  where  are  the  proofs,  my  lord  ? 
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BUBCEieH. 

The  proofs  were  lately  laid  before  the  court 

XABT. 

Copies  of  documents  by  unknown  hands: 
It  must  be  proved  that  I  dictated  them. 
That  they  were  dictated  in  those  same  words 
By  me— in  the  very  words  read  to  the  court. 

BTJRLETOH. 

They  are  the  same  received  by  Babington, 
For  he  confess'd  to  them  before  his  death. 

MAHY. 

And  why  was  he  not  living  set  before  me  ? 
Why  was  he  hustled  from  the  world  so  fast, 
Ere  face  to  face  he  had  been  brought  with  me  ? 

BUHLKIGH. 

Your  secretaries  Kurl  and  Nau  depose, 
Upon  their  oath,  the  words  to  be  the  same 
AVhich  from  your  own  lips  they  wrote  down. 

MARY. 

So  then, 
On  my  own  servants'  witness  I  am  sentenced, 
Upon  the  faith  and  truth  of  those  who  swearing, 
Betrayed  their  faith  and  truth  already  sworn 
To  me,  their  queen  and  mistress,  once  before. 
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BXTBLEIOH. 

Madam,  yourself  declared  the  Scotchman  Kurl 
Upright  and  faithful,  yea,  an  honest  man. 

MABT. 

And  so  I  might ;  yet  as  no  man's  virtue 's  proved 
Till  it  hath  pass'd  the  hour  of  its  temptation, 
Torture  may  have  affrighted  or  constrained  him 
To  utter  he  might  hardly  well  know  what. 
Perchance  he  thought  to  save  his  own  poor  life. 
And  not  much  injure  me,  by  his  false  witness. 

BURLEIGH. 

On  his  free  oath  he  gave  his  testimony. 

MABT. 

But  never  in  my  presence.     How,  my  lord. 
Two  witnesses  yet  live  who  swear  against  me! 
Let  them  be  set  before  my  face,  and  let  them 
Bepeat  before  me  what  they  witness  of  me. 
Will  you  deny  me  what  a  murderer  claims  ? 
From  Talbot,  my  late  keeper,  did  I  learn 
That  in  this  very  reign  it  was  enacted 
That  fiEice  to  face  th'  accuser  and  th'  accused 
Should  stand  confronted — ^but  I  have  been  deceived ; 
Sir  Amias  Paulet,  I  believe  you  honest. 
Prove  yourself  so,  and  answer  me,  on  your  conscience. 
Is  not  this,  as  I  say,  the  law  of  England  ? 
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PAHLXI. 

Madam,  it  is ;  eo  rules  the  right  with  as ; 
And  what  is  truth  I  may  not  disavow. 


Mow,  my  Lord  Burleigh,  since  with  such  &  atreas 
Your  law  is  laid  upon  me  to  condemn  me — 
How  is  it  that  I  may  not  share  as  well 
The  power  of  jotu-  law  when  it  protects  me  ? 
Answer  me,  sir — why  came  not  Babington 
Before  me,  and  why  am  I  not  confronted  , 

With  my  two  secretaries  who  yet  live? 

BtntLEIQB. 

Not  only  your  confederacy  with  Babington — 

KABT. 

Yes ;  only  that  have  I  to  answer  for, 

For  that  alone  the  sword  of  justice  threateOB  me. 

Keep  to  the  point,  my  lord ;  do  n't  swerve  from  it 


It  is  well  known  that  with  the  Sptmish  envoy, 
Mendoza,  you  hove  traffick'd 


That's  not  the  point; 
Keep  to  the  point,  sir. 
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BUBLEieH. 

The  faith  of  the  land  you  seek  to  overturn, 
And  all  the  crowns  of  Europe  you  stir  up 
In  war  against  us. 

MART. 

No ;  I  have  not  done  so. 

But  were  it  true  even  as  it  is  false, 

What  then  ?     Here  am  I  held  a  prisoner. 

Against  all  holiest  right  of  law  and  nations. 

I  came  not  with  the  sword  into  your  land ; 

Fugitive,  suppliant,  I  hither  came, 

Claiming  the  sacred  rights  of  hospitality 

Even  in  the  arms  of  my  kinswoman,  your  queen  ; 

But  violence  laid  hold  on  me,  and  fetters 

Were  all  the  safe  keeping  afiforded  me. 

Speak,  is  my  faith  plighted  to  such  a  land  ? 

What  duty,  what  allegiance  do  I  owe  it  ? 

I  do  but  use  the  holiest  right  of  nature. 
When  from  these  chains  I  seek  to  free  myself; 
Repelling  force  with  force,  and  all  the  kings 
Of  this  hemisphere  calling  to  aid  my  cause. 
That  which  in  every  war  is  lawful  held, 
Loyal  and  knightly,  nothing  misbecomes  me. 
Murder  alone — ^the  bloody  secret  stroke 
I  may  not  dare — conscience  and  pride  forbid  it. 
Mine  enemies'  murder  would  dishonour  me — 
Dishonour,  mark  me,  sir — ^I  did  not  say 
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And  unchanged  colour  did  she  hear  her  doom. 
She  craves  no  pity  from  us.     Well  she  knows 
The  uncertain  humour  of  our  English  queen, 
And  that  which  is  our  fear^  lends  her  this  daring. 

PAT7LET. 

My  Lord  High  Treasurer,  this  idle  confidence 
Will  vanish  with  the  vain  pretext  that  feeds  it 
But  in  this  trial — ^if  I  dare  say  so — matters 
Have  been  in  an  unseemly  fashion  dealt  with. 
Into  her  presence  Babington  and  Tischboume 
Should  have  been  brought ;  and  now  her  secretaries 
Should  be  confronted  with  her. 

BFRLElOn. 

Never — never ! 
It  were  not  to  be  ventured !     Far  too  strong 
Is  the  spell  with  which  she  sways  the  souls  of  men. 
And  the  mighty  witchery  of  her  woman's  tears. 
If  Kurl  her  secretary  stood  before  her 
He  would  deny  himself — call  back  his  witness. 

PATJLET. 

So  shall  the  enemies  of  England  fill 
The  world  with  shameful  outcries  on  her  justice ; 
And  all  the  solemn  pomp  of  this  trial  show 
But  as  an  insolent  outrage  on  the  right 


XAST  eruAKi. 


That  is  the  very  cue  that  cbafea  our  qoeen ; 
0  that  this  evil  genioB  of  our  land 
Had  died  or  evet  the  set  foot  io  it  I 


Amen,  I  say  to  that  I 

BttBLXISB. 

Once  deadly  sicknew 
Seized  on  her  in  her  prison. 

Verily 
Her  sickness  would  have  been  the  health  of  England. 

BURLRISH. 

Yet,  hod  she  hence  by  natural  accident 

Been  anatched~we  surely  had  been  held  her  murderen 

PAULRT. 

What  then?   men   must   have    leave   to    think  tlifl 
thoughts. 

fiCDLEIOH. 

Yet  were  it  well — and  not  so  loud  a  ruinour 
Would  it  stir — 

PAULET. 

What  matters  it  how  loud? 
Not  loud  but  rightful  blame  alone  can  harm  lu. 


■ABT   BTIJAKT. 


Yet  highest  right  Bometimee  escapes  not  ceiiBure ; 
Opinion  still  leans  towards  th'  unfortunate, 
Aod  envy  follows  only  those  who  triumph. 
The  sword  of  justice  that  becomes  a  man. 
Seems  horrible  in  a  woman's  hand ;  the  world 
Believes  not  in  the  justice  of  one  woman 
Of  which  another  is  the  sacrifice. 
Vainly  we  judges  have  pronounc'd  the  sentence ; 
With  the  queen  remains  the  royal  right  of  mercy. 
And  she  must  use  it — 't  would  not  be  endured 
That  she  should  bid  the  sentence  be  fulfilled. 


And  so  this  woman  lives;  no,  never ! 
Even  this  it  is  that  weighs  upon  the  queen, 
Scaring  her  sleep  away ;  in  her  eyes  I  read 
Her  spirits'  ceaseless  strife ;  nor  dare  she  utter 
The  wisii  that  speaks  in  her  careworn  troubled  looks : 
'  Will  none  of  all  my  servants  save  me  from 
The  bitter  choice — for  ever  on  my  throne 
To  quake  with  fear,  or,  with  a  ruthless  hand. 
To  thrust  a  queen  and  my  near  kinswoman 
Under  the  headsman's  axe  ? ' 


SH  MAKT  8TIIU1. 

Tiaerandiiif; 

Of  hard  necessity,  thus  must  it  be ! 


And  yet  the  queen  might  deem  it  need  not  he, 
If  she  had  faithful  and  ohaervant  serrantB. 


Yea,  fluch  as  could  understand 
The  silent  meaning  of  a  mute  command. 


A  mute  command  ? 


Who,  trusted  with  the  keepjn; 
Of  a  venomoufi  viper,  guarded  the  deadly  thing 
Not  as  a  holy  and  a  precious  treasure. 

FAVLET   (emphatiaJb/). 
And  such  a  treasure  is  the  unspotted  name 
And  unsuspected  faith  of  our  queen  and  mistrees ; 
No  man  can  guard  it,  sir,  too  sacredly. 


HUT  STITABT. 


VheD  from  the  keeping  of  the  Earl  of  Slirewsbury 
This  wily  prisoner  to  yours  was  giTen, 
Paulet,  't  was  thought — 

FAULEI. 

T  was  tbougUt,  my  lord,  no  doubt. 
That  truest  hands  should  hold  the  heaviest  trust ; 
By  Heav'D  1  ne'er  had  I  consented  to  receive 
The  unwelcome  office,  hut  that  I  thought  it  needed 
As  gixtil  a  man  as  England  could  afford  ! 
I.et  me  nut  think  I  owe  the  hateful  honour 
To  an^-thing  hut  my  well-known  honenty. 


Say  it  were  mmour'd  that  her  health  is  failing. 
Ami  day  by  day  she  sicken'd,  and  so  sank 
("lilt  of  the  voice  and  memory  of  men, — 
Your  bands  are  clean- 

PArLCT, 

But  not  my  conscience,  tim ! 

■  CaLKIOB. 

Enough  \  since  your  conscience  ia  too  squeamish,  nir. 
At  least  you  'II  offer  no  impediment — 

FACLET  {aitrm^mg  Aim). 
No  murderer  shall  cross  this  threshold — no ! 
Ai  long  as  my  household  gods  protect  her  head. 


Her  life  is  sacred  to  me :  not  nifre  sacred 
Ib  the  dear  life  of  the  qoeen  ofEpghad  to  ia& 
You  are  her  judge — judge  her,  and  aMitence  ber ; 
And  when  the  hour  is  oome,  seod  lather,  and  build 
The  scaffold — to  the  sheriff  and  the  headsman 
My  gatee  shall  be  onlMtrr'd ;  but  until  then> 
6he^  trusted  to  my  care,  and  I'll  so  keep  her 
That  she  shall  neither  do,  nor  suffer  harm. 


END   OF   THE    FIRST   ACT. 


VABT  STUART. 


ACT    II. 

Scene  1. 

The  Palare  m  WeammOer.     Enter  Ihe  Earl  or  Kent  anil 
Sir  Wiluax  Davisos,  meftiiig. 

DATISOK. 

Is  't  you,  ray  Lord  of  Kent,  from  the  tournament 
So  soon  retiim'd  ?     Is  all  the  bravery  over  ? 


How,  were  you  not  at  the  joustiDg  ? 


AAVIftON. 

That  might  not 
e  ofifice  well  allow. 


Then  you  have  lost  the  finest  spectacle 
That  ever  taste  devised  or  wit  conducted. 
There  was  display'd  how  the  fortress  of  Chaste  Beauty 
Is  by  Desire  besieged  ;  the  Lord  High  Marshal 
And  the  Chief  Justice,  the  Seneschal,  and  ten 
Of  the  queen's  knights,  defended  the  fair  fortress ; 
And  the  French  cavaliers  attacked  its  walls, 
*iirt  there  appeared  a  herald,  who  did  demand, 

II  a  choice  madrigal,  the  tower's  surrender ; 
_  ind  from  the  wall  the  Chancellor  replied ; 
■«er«oti)'  artillery  play'd,  and  flowery  wreaths 
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And  coe%  perfumed  easencea  were  find 

From  the  dunty  mimic  ordnance — but  in  rain ; 

The  storm  was  driven  badt — ^Desire  retreated. 

SATIBOV. 

A  sign  of  evil  omen  sure,  my  lord. 

For  the  French  marriage  rait ;  is  it  not  ? 


Nay,  this  was  but  a  jest     I  think  in  earnest 
Ttiat  the  fair  fortress  will  stirrender. 


Do  you  ? 
So  do  not  I,  my  lord. 

KRST. 

Why,  the  hardest 
Articles  of  the  trea^  France  agrees  to ; 
Monsieur  will  in  a  private  chapel  bold 
Hie  own  religious  ceremonies,  and  openly 
The  faith  of  the  land  swear  to  preserve  and  honour. 
Had  you  beheld  the  people's  joy  when  these 
Good  news  were  spread  abroad  !  for  this  has  been 
The  constant  dread  of  all  the  land — that  the  queen 
Should  without  issue  die,  and  so  the  realm 
Pt^ist  become  again,  if  to  the  throne 
The  Stuart  shoidd  succeed. 


Sc.  1.  HART   STUART.  261 

DAVISON. 

That  fear  is  needless ; 
One  to  a  bridal  chamber  is  bound,  the  other 
To  her  grave. 

The  queen ! 

Enter  Elizabeth,  ushered  by  Lsicester,  followed  by  Count 
i>*AuB£8PiNEy  Bellietre,  Shbewsburt,  Burleigh,  and  other 
French  and  English  lords, 

ELIZABETH  (to  AUBESPINE). 

Count  d'Aubespine,  I  pity 
These  noble  gentlemen,  whose  gallant  zeal 
Hath  led  them  hither  o'er  the  sea ;  full  sorely 
Must  they  miss  here  the  glories  of  St.  Germain's ; 
My  poor  court  ill  can  furnish  feasts  of  the  gods 
Such  as  the  royal  Mother  of  France  commands. 
A  glad  and  a  good  people,  who  whene'er 
I  come  abroad  among  them  throng  around 
My  litter  with  their  blessings — this  is  all 
The  lordly  show,  that  with  some  pride  I  give 
To  foreign  eyes.     The  noble  maiden  loveliness 
That  blooms  round  Katharine  like  a  flower  garden 
Throw^s  into  shade  me,  and  my  homely  merits. 

AUBESPINE. 

The  court  of  Westminster  shows  but  one  lady 
To  the  amazed  stranger ;  but  in  that  one 
Every  enchanting  charm  of  her  sex  is  gathered. 
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Most  gracious  Majesty  of  England,  deign 
To  grant  us  leave  humbly  to  take  our  leave, 
And  make  our  royal  master  the  Duke  of  Anjou 
Glad  with  the  joyful  tidings  that  we  bear. 
In  Paris  would  not  his  impatient  heart 
Suffer  him  to  abide — he  waits  at  Amiens 
The  messengers  of  his  happiness ;  yea,  even 
As  &r  as  Calais  have  his  posts  Been  sent. 
Swift,  as  with  wings,  to  bear  the  gracious  word 
Of  your  consent,  soon  as  your  royal  lips 
Speak  it,  to  his  intoxicated  ear. 

KUZABETII. 

Press  me  no  further  now,  my  Lord  Bellievre ; 
This  id  no  time,  again  I  say  it,  wherein 
To  kindle  the  joyful  hymeneal  torch. 
Dark  hangs  the  threatening  sky  above  the  land. 
And  mourning  garments  would  become  me  better 
Than  the  gay  splendour  of  a  wedding  gear, 
For  near  and  heavily  a  woeful  blow 
Threatens  my  heart  and  house. 

BEIJJEVltK. 

Your  promise,  madai'* 
Vouchsafe  us  that ;  and  happier  days  shall  Imng 
The  glad  fultilment. 


BL1XABETH. 

Slaves  of  their  state  are  kings ! 
d  never  may  they  take  their  heart  for  guide. 
vas  my  dearest  wish  to  die  unmarried — 
irein,  indeed,  had  I  set  my  chiefest  glory — 
kt  graven  on  my  tomb  it  should  be  read : 
tre  sleeps  the  Virgin  Queen ;'  but  so  my  subjects 
I  not  have  it.    Already  they  devise 
the  time  when  I  shall  be  no  more ;  the  present, 
b  all  its  blessings,  cannot  satisfy  them, 

to  their  future  weal  I  must  give  up 
ielf,  and  what  I  prize  my  highest  good — 
maiden  freedom ;  so  will  my  people  have  it ; 

80  they  put  a  master  over  me. 
I  do  they  prove  they  hold  me  but  a  woman ! 
^  yet  I  thought  I  had  ruled  them  manfully — 
9  like  a  king.     Well  wot  I  that  they  serve 

Grod  the  best  who  spurn  the  law  of  nature ; 
'  those  did  well  who  filled  this  seat  before  me, 
^  opened  wide  the  cloister  doors,  and  sent 
^  to  the  holiest  duties  of  their  kind 
-isands  of  superstition's  pining  victims ; — 
^  queen,  whose  days  never  in  idle  pomp 
^  wa>5ted,  who  unweariedly  fulfils 
heaviest  of  all  labours,  she,  methiuks, 
H  nature's  common  yoke  might  be  exempt, 
half  of  the  human  species  holds  the  other 
ject. 


Each  aereral  viitae^  royal  lady. 
Have  you  lionour'd  on  yoor  throne ;  yet  none  ia  grats 
Than  that  you  shov  tbe  sex  vhoae  pride  you  are. 
The  ahinizig  pattern  of  their  ecpedal  glory. 
Well  I  believe  there  lires  no  man  on  earth 
Worthy  thy  freedom's  ooetly  sacrifice ; 
And  yet  if  royal  blood,  and  noble  virtae, 
And  manly  comeliness^  may  mortal  man 
Make  worthy  of  that  honour,  then — 

KUZABBTH. 

No  doubt. 
My  lord  ambassador,  that  an  alliance 
With  France's  royal  son  would  honour  me ; 
Moreover,  I  will  openly  confess. 
If  it  must  be — if  I  can  do  no  other 
But  yield  to  my  people's  importunity 
(And  much  I  fear  twill  stronger  prove  than  I), 
Then,  in  all  Europe  know  I  of  no  prince 
To  whom  with  less  uQwilliogness  I  could 
Surrender  the  fair  jewel  of  my  freedom. 
Let  this  confeosion  satisfy  you,  sir. 


BKLUKTSE. 

Faireet  of  hopes — it  is  but  hope ;  my  master 
Would  fain  crave  more. 
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ELIIUBEIH  (draw*  a  ring  from  her  finger  and  loolu 
at  it  Otoughtfuify). 
What  more  ?     Shall  a  queen  have 
fo  greater  privilege  than  a  citizen's  wife, 
Sxcbanging  equal  signs  of  equal  troth-plight 
Lud  equal  bonde  ?     Marriage  is  made  with  rings, 
Lnd  chtuns  are  made  of  rings  too ;  bear  this  token 
'o  his  highness;  it  is  yet  no  chain,  nor  binds  me; 
}ut  it  Doay  be  a  link  of  one  that  will. 

BELLIBTBE  (kiieelmg  to  rectice  the  roiy). 
n  his  name,  mighty  queen,  kneeling,  I  take 
This  token,  and  the  kiss  of  humblest  homage, 
jay  on  my  lady's  hand. 

KLIZABKTH  (to  Leicester,  whom  the  ha»  been  obaerving  during  the 

foregoiiig  dialogue). 

With  leave,  Lord  Leicester. 
[^She  taket  the  order  of  the  George  front  him,  and 
hangi  it  round  Bellietbb's  neck. 
nvest  his  highness  with  this  knightly  badge, 
\nd  bid  him  swear  the  Order's  oath  to  me : 
Honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense  \ '  for  ever  vanish 
kfistrust  between  our  nations,  and  a  bond 
)f  closest  confidence  henceforth  combine 
The  crowns  of  England  and  of  France ' 

AUBESFIMi. 

jreat  queen,  this  is  a  day  of  joy  —  so  he  it 
•'ully  and  perfectly  I  and  may  to-day 
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No  tears  be  shed  throughout  this  land  !     Mercy 
Shines  in  thy  countenance ;  oh,  let  the  rays 
Of  its  blessed  light  fall  on  a  wretched  princess, 
Who,  near  allied  alike  to  France  and  England — 

BLIZABETH. 

No  further,  count  —  let  us  not  mix  together 
Two  wholly  separate  matters.     If  indeed 
France  holds  our  union  dear,  then  must  she  needs 
Embrace  my  cause,  nor  be  my  enemy's  friend. 

AFBESPIXF. 

France  were  unwortliy  in  your  own  eyes,  madam. 
If  she  forgot,  in  the  hour  of  this  alliance, 
The  hapless  widow  of  her  king  —  the  dauglitcr 
(.)f  her  own  faith.     Humanity  and  honour 
Alike  demand — 

ELIZABETH. 

Sir,  I  accept  your  words 
As  a  decorous,  seem  I  v  intercession; 
France  doth  discharge  tlio  duty  of  a  friend, 
That  of  a  ciuei-n  must  be  to  me  conceded. 

[>S/ie  hows  to  the  French  lords,  irho,  viih  '^-" 
mifr  ami  all  hut  the  foUoicing  perm**  ^ 
upectfnlhj  xrithtlraw.  Mannit  J']lixvB^^ 
l>Eici:sTKn,  JJrni.EitJn/r.vLnoT.  77ir(^"^ 
srttts  herself. 
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BURLKIGU. 

IlKwtrious  sovereign!  you  to-day  have  crowu'd 
Tlitj  dearest  wishes  of  your  faithful  people  ! 
Xov,  for  the  first  time^  may  we  well  rejoice, 
And  feel  the  blessings  of  the  fortunate  days 
Vou  give  to  us,  now  that  no  more  with  trembling 
^Ve  look  towards  a  tempest-brooding  future. 
<  Hie  only  care  now  weighs  upon  the  land. 
One  victim  that  all  voices  clamour  for. 
Oraut  you  but  this,  and  ground  from  this  day  forth 
^  >n  an  assured  foundation  England's  weal. 

KUZABKTH. 

^^  liat  will  my  people  further?  —  speak,  my  lord. 

BURLElun. 

*  Key  ask  the  head  of  Mary  Stuart:  if 

^  *-*u  to  your  people  would  most  surely  give 

*  ^«e  [>rt*ciuus  gift  of  free<lom,  and  the  light 
*^  <lear-wi>n  truth  —  nhe  must  no  longer  live. 

*  *   for  your  saoreil  life  we  must  not  quake 
^  ith  daily  fears,  your  enemy  must  fall. 
^*t'II  do  you  know  your  subject«4  do  not  own 

--^He  cuinmcm  creed  ;  and  Rome's  idolatry 
^  ^laiiiis  many  a  secret  votary  in  the  land, 
^Vho  fee<l  their  hopes  with  thoughts  of  bitter  hate. 
'  ^11  Mary  Stuart  hang  their  lieartK:  they  are 

All  liounil  in  >i.*avt  to  the  Lorrain  |»rinccs>. 


IM  HUT   RIUBr.  1 

Irreconcilable  enemies  of  your  Dam& 

This  raging  faction  have  agunat  you  awom 

War  to  extermination,  frith  hell's  weapons. 

In  Rheima,  the  seat  of  the  Cardinal  Arohlnaht^ 

They  hold  their  arsenal  and  forge  their  bolts ; 

There  r^cide  ia  taoght,  and  bnsily 

Forth  send  they  hither  from  that  goodly  school 

Upon  their  mission  remlute  fanatics, 

Shrouded  in  every  guise:  already  thence 

The  third  assassin  has  been  hither  sped ; 

And  unexhausted  from  this  noisome  den 

The  tribe  of  hidden  foes  for  ever  rises. 

And  yonder  sits,  in  Fotheringay  Castle, 

The  At^  of  this  endless  war,  who  with 

The  torch  of  love  eeta  the  whole  land  on  (ire. 

For  her,  who  Batters  each  with  a  false  hope. 

Youth  doth  devote  itself  to  certain  death. 

To  set  her  free,  that  is  their  hope — to  seat  her 

Upon  your  throne,  that  is  the  aim  of  all. 

For  by  the  House  of  Lorrain  yoiu*  sacred  right 

Stands  uuconfes»'d — to  them  you  will  for  ever 

Be  an  usurper,  crown'd  by  chance  alone; ' 

By  them,  inspired  with  folly,  did  she  sign 

Herself  the  queen  of  England — there's  no  peace 

Possible  between  you  and  them  :  you  must 

Suffer  or  strike  the  blow,  and  to  the  end 

Her  life  is  death  to  you  —  her  death  your  life. 
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ELIZABETH. 

A  heavy  office  have  you  chosen,  sir. 

I  know  the  honest  purpose  of  your  zeal. 

And  that  you  utter  nothing  but  pure  wisdom  ; 

But  the  wisdom  whose  decree  is  blood-shedding 

I  do  abhor — yea,  from  my  inmost  soul. 

Bethink  you  of  some  milder  counsel.     Noble  lord 

Of  Shrewsbury,  let  us  hear  your  thinking. 

TALBOT. 

A  worthy  praise,  madam,  you  have  bestow'd 
Upon  the  zeal  that  fires  Lord  Burleigh's  breast ; 
My  heart  with  no  less  loyal  duty  throbs, 
Bat  the  great  gift  to  speak  it  is  not  mine. 
Still  may  you  live  to  be  your  people's  joy, 
And  to  prolong  in  this  land  the  reign  of  peace  ; 
Never  hath  England  happier  days  beheld 
Since  it  hath  known  a  lawful  sovereign's  sway. 
May  this  prosperity  cost  no  jot  of  honour. 
Or  if  it  must,  may  Talbot's  eyes  ne'er  see  it ! 

ELIZABETH. 

Now  Heaven  forfend  our  honour  should  be  stain'd ! 

TALBOT. 

Bethink  you,  then,  upon  some  other  means 
To  save  your  kingdom,  for  Mary  Stuart's  death 
Is  an  unrighteous  means.    You  cannot  sentence 
One  who  is  not  your  subject. 
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My  oQiancil  em  tben, 
My  parliament  doth  err,  and  each  tribunal 
Through  the  whole  land  that  sandionB  it^  doth  err  ? 

TALBOT. 

Mouth  honour,  madam,  is  no  proof  of  right ; 

England  is  not  the  world,  her  parliament 

Is  not  a  gathering  of  all  the  nations, 

This  hour,  to-day,  is  not  all  future  time. 

Neither  is  it  the  past.     As  you  incline 

The  wills  of  others,  so  doth  sink  or  rise 

The  unstable  wave  of  judgment :  never  plead 

That  you  obey  a  stem  necessity 

And  your  people's  urging ;  even  when  you  will, 

Yea,  in  that  instant,  may  you  prove  and  find 

The  freedom  of  your  will.     So  prove  it — show 

That  blood  appalls  you  —  that  your  sister's  life 

You  will  not  sacrifice ;  show  unto  them 

Who  counsel  otherwise  your  royal  wrath ; 

Then  will  this  phantom  of  necessity 

Vanish,  and  what  seemed  right  shall  straight  be  vrong* 

You  are  the  judge  alone  —  upon  this  reed 

That  bends  beneath  you  't  is  in  vain  to  lean. 

Faithfully  follow  your  oiivn  milder  instinct. 

God  sow'd  not  strength  in  woman's  gentle  heart; 

And  they  who  framed  our  goodly  government, 

Tnistinjr  to  woman's  hands  the  reins  of  rule, 
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Meant  not  stern  strength  should  be  the  virtue  para- 
mount 
^^f  kings  who  reign  over  this  English  land. 

ELIZABETH. 

"ow  warm  an  advocate  is  my  Lord  Shrewsbury 
•^^r  one  who  is  mine  and  my  kingdom's  enemy  I 
*  choose  the  counsel  that  doth  love  my  welfare. 

TALBOT. 

•'^  *)  ailvocate  was  granted  her ;  none  dare 
^t)  speak  in  her  behalf,  and  set  himself 
'^Vijainst  your  wrath  unarmed.     Mine  be  it  thou, 
^Tio,  old,  and  tottering  on  the  brink  of  the  i^ravcs 
^an  feel  no  more  the  lure  of  earthly  hopes, 
*hus  to  defend  the  utterly  forlorn. 
^e  it  not  said  that  in  your  kingdom's  councils 
C^aasion  and  selfishness  may  cry  aloud, 
-And  only  mercy  have  no  leave  to  speak. 
landed  against  her  everything  conspires : 
\*ou  never  have  beheld  her  countenance, 
And  nothing  in  your  heart  pleads  for  the  stnniger. 
I  name  not  now  her  guilts    It  has  been  said 
Her  husband  with  her  cognisance  was  murderM ; 
C^ertain  it  is,  she  wed  his  murderer. 
A  heavy  crime !  and  yet  when  it  befell 
The  times  were  dark,  and  full  of  lucklei>s  diH'd:*. 
lu  the  fierce  stress  of  furious  civil  striff. 


Where  weak  aiid  helpless  ebe  beheld  htrself 
With  TUBsal  violeDce  bemm'd  in  and  threateo'd. 
She  cast  herself  into  the  strongeat  amu^ 
Compell'd,  who  knows  by  what  a  ounmDg  fbroe, 
For  woman  is  a  frail  and  fesifiil  thing. 


Woman  is  not  weak  I  strong  aouli  enough,  I  ween, 
Are  to  be  found  among  ns.    In  my  praeence 
Nothing  of  woman's  weakness  will  I  hear. 

TALBOT. 

To  you  misfortune  was  a  school  of  strength ; 

Life  tum'd  not  upon  you  its  smiling  aspect ; 

No  throne  beckon'd  you  from  afar,  but  at  your  feet 

A  grave  for  ever  yawn'd.    In  Woodstock's  shades, 

And  in  the  Tower's  gloom,  the  merciful  Father 

Ofour  dear  land  taught  you,  through  sorrow's  dindplioi 

Duty's  stem  lore.     No  flatterer  sought  you  there. 

Wrapt  ID  itself,  your  spirit,  undisturb'd 

By  the  wild  uproar  of  the  world,  betimeu 

r.ieam'd  to  reflect,  and  prize  this  life's  real  treasure. 

No  God  BO  rescued  her.     A  little  child. 

She  was  transported  to  the  court  of  France, 

That  court  of  vanity  and  thoughtless  pleasure, 

^liere  in  one  endless  revel  of  delight 

She  never  heard  the  sober  voice  of  truth ; 

Dazzled  by  vicious  folly's  glittering  pomp. 
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tkd  swept  away  nptm  corruption's  stream, 

0  her  waa  beauty's  idle  crown  allotted, 
looming,  ahe  lar  outshone  all  other  women, 
Hd  her  fair  face  no  less  than  royal  birth — 

ELIZABETH. 

ime  to  yourself,  my  Lord  of  Shrewsbury ! 
sthink  yon  that  we  here  in  coimcil  Bit. 
>rBooth,  those  must  be  wondrous  charms  indeed, 
iai.  thus  can  set  a  hoary  head  on  fire ; 
>rd  Leicester,  you  alone  keep  silence  still, 
lat   which   lets   loose   his    tongue,  perchance   binds 
yours? 

LEICESTEB. 

odam,  amazement  only  keeps  me  silent 
tat  terrors  such  as  these  should  fill  your  ears ; 
tat  the  idle  tales  in  London  streets,  believed 
kd  dreaded  by  the  credulous  mob,  should  find 

1  echo  in  your  council  chamber  walls, 

id  busy  wise,  grave  men  with  foolish  rumours. 
a,  I  confess,  I  'ax  seized  with  admiration, 
think  this  landless  Queen  of  Scots,  who  could  not 
«p  her  own  petty  throne  in  her  possession — 

!r  vassals'  scorn — from  her  own  country  driven 

made  to  fright  you  even  from  her  prison. 

t  in  Heaven's  name !  what  makes  her  to  be  fear'd  ? 

at  she  lays  claim  to  this  kingdom,  and  that  you 


S74  MAST  RIUIL  Anl 

Her  ktoameii  Guue  acknowledge  not  tii  qaaesF 

But  can  thA  Onisea'  will  uinol  the  ri{^ 
Given  b;  your  tnrth,  and  by  oar  Parliament  7 
Is  abe  not  by  King  Henry's  latest  tesbuuent 
Bejected  silently  ?  and  will  this  land, 
Happy  in  the  enjoyment  of  new  light> 
Cast  itself  back  into  the  Papist's  arms, 
Turning  from  you  their  worshipp'd  qoeoa,  to  ha. 
The  murderess  of  Daroley  ?    What  meana  this  biritb 
That  while  you  yet  live  scares  yon  with  your  heir— 
That  cannot  fast  enough  in  wedlock  fetter  you 
To  save  from  sudden  ruin  Church  and  State  ? 
Are  you  not  in  your  bloom  of  youthful  vigour. 
While  towards  her  grave  she  withers  day  by  day? 
God  send  you  long  above  that  grave  to  tread, 
Without  the  need  of  thrusting  her  into  it ! 


BURLEIOH. 

Lord  Leicester  has  not  always  counseled  sa 

LBICEBTBIt. 

No ;  it  is  true,  my  voice  was  for  her  death 
When  we  in  judgment  sat :  we  're  now  in  council, 
And  here  the  question  is  no  more  of  right. 
But  of  expediency.     Is  this  a  time 
To  fear  her  dangerous  when  France  forsakes  ber. 
Her  sole  defender,  to  whose  son  your  hand 
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b  iiromifled,  while  a  royal  race  already 

h  the  people^fl  hope  blooms  once  more  o^er  the  land  ? 

Whj  put  to  death  one  who  is  dead  already  ? 

CoDtempt  is  absolute  death — beware,  lest  pity 

CkU  her  again  into  a  dangerous  life. 

Xj  counsel  therefore  is,  that  she  remain 

Fnder  the  sentence  late  pronounced  upon  her. 

Beoesth  the  headsman's  axe  still  let  her  live ; 

^HieD  the  first  hand  is  raised  in  her  defence, 

^  it  come  down. 


EUZABRTII  (ritmg). 

I  have  your  counsel,  lords, 
^  thank  you  for  your  zeal.     With  Heaven's  help, 
^icfa  doth  the  souls  of  kings  enlighten, 
^e  will  cousider  them,  and  on  the  best 
Ermine.     Hither  comes  Sir  Amias  Paulet. 
*ow,  worthy  Paulet^  what  wouldst  thou  with  us  ? 

\^Enter  Paulet  and  Mobtimer. 


PAFLET. 


tost  glorious  Majesty,  my  nephew,  late 
etumM  from  distant  travel,  at  your  feet 
ista  himself  with  his  youthful  fealty ; 
ncioiLsly  deign  to  accept  it,  and  let  him  grow 
i  the  good  sunshine  of  your  royal  favour. 

T  2 
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Long  live  my  sovereign  MUatrese,  and  maj  1^017 
And  happiness  circle  her  brow  for  ever  I 

SLIEABBTS. 

Arise  I  yoa  're  welcome  btuk  to  England,  sir. 
You  *Te  trod  the  great  highway,  visited  Fiance 
And  Rome,  and  rested  too  at  Rbeims, 
And  80  can  tell  what  webs  our  foes  are  weaving. 


Coofound  them,  Heaven  !  and  back  to  their  own  bm 
Direct  the  arrows  aim'd  against  our  queen ! 

ELIZABETH, 

Did  you  see  Morgan  ?  and  that  plot-dinner 
The  Bishop  of  Ross  ? 

MOBTQtER. 

With  all  the  Scottish  eiilei, 
Who  forge  at  Rheims  their  plots  against  this  island) 
I  held  acquaintance,  crept  into  their  trust, 
That  I  might  gather  somethiug  of  their  aims. 

PAULET. 

Secret  epistles  for  the  Queen  of  Scotland, 
Written  in  cipher,  were  entrusted  to  him. 
Which  ^thfully  he  gave  into  my  hands. 
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XUIABETH. 

Lt  DOW  reflolve  they  ? 

MOBTIMER. 

Like  a  thiinder-clap^ 
noe's  desertioii  from  their  cause,  and  bond  with  you, 
1  OD  them.    Now  towards  Spain  they  turn  their 
hopes. 

SLUEABSTH. 

Walsingham  writes  me. 

MOBTIMER. 

And  there  came  to  Rheims, 
'eo  as  I  parted  thence.  Pope  Slxtus'  bull, 
mcVd  from  the  Vatican  against  your  highness ; 
will  reach  our  shores  with  the  first  ship  that  anchors. 

LKICKSTRB. 

igUnd  no  longer  trembles  at  such  weapons. 

BUBLKIOn. 

ey  may  be  dangerous  yet  in  fanatic  hands. 

■USABKTH  (iookimff  9earMmgl^  at  MOBTnnER). 

1  have  been  accused  of  studying  in  the  college 
Rheims,  and  there  forswearing  your  first  faith« 


MAHT  iTDABI. 


I  thought  it  vdl  to  aasume  that  tafy  p 
And  BO  far  went  my  hope  to  serve  my  qoeo. 


a  (lo  VA.V 
What  tenderest  thou  there  ? 

The  Queen  of  Scotland  sends — 

BiiKLEiaH  (hatlih/  extend*  hii  lumd). 

Give  it  to  me,iir- 


By  your  leave  no,  my  Lord  High  Treasurer. 
Into  my  royal  mistress'  hands  I  swore 
I  would  deliver  this ;  so  was  I  bidden. 
Though  I  am  not  the  Queen  of  Scotland's  friend, 
Yet  am  I  but  the  enemy  of  her  guilt; 
Therefore  whate'er  behest  of  hers  may  fit 
With  my  duty,  I  hold  also  fit  to  do. 

{Euz ABSTB  taii«$  iMe  paptr  ^f* 


BUBLBIQH  (to  PAtrtRT). 

What  should  it  signify?  idle  complainta. 
Wherewith  the  gentle  heart  of  our  noble 
Again  shall  be  distmb'd  and  put  in  doubt 
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PAULRT. 

>>l^e  did  not  hide  the  matter  from  me,  hut 
^*^nfe88*d  she  had  implored  her  grace  to  see  her. 

^everl 

•HRKWSBUBT. 

Why  not  ?  methinks  she  prays  right  well. 

BUBLBIGH. 

4 

^'raoe  to  behold  the  royal  countenance 

^be  murderess  hath  forfeited  !     Shall  she 

^*lio  sought  the   life   of  our   queen  approach  her 

presence  ? 
^1)0  truly  loves  and  serves  our  royal  mistress, 
^*ill  give  her  no  such  counsel. 

SnREWSBURT. 

Nay ;  but  if 
Her  highness*  heart  inclines  to  show  her  mercy, 
^Vill  you  turn  back  the  gentle  stream  of  pity  ? 

BFRLEIOn. 

My  lord,  it  suits  not  with  her  grace's  honour 

To  entertain  in  personal  conference 

One  whom  the  laws  already  have  condemned ; 

To  the  axe  belongs  the  head  of  Mary  Stuart, 

And  if  she  may  come  nigh  to  the  queen*s  presence. 


The  sentence  cannot  be  fiilfiU'd :  for  mercy 

And  pardoning  grace  Saw  from  tiie  aov'reign'i  n* 

tenance. 
And  whoso  looks  npon  her  lace  must  live. 

BIJ2AXBIB  (wfMtff  W  ttan  a/ler  rtadimf  lie  UUr). 

0  eartti  I    0  men !    0  wretohed  human  fortmnl 
Where  are  your  roots,  prosperity  and  greatnea? 
Whither  ici  she  &llen,  this  so  lofty  lady. 
Whose  pride  was  fed  with  soch  high  hopes  of  glot;  ^ 
Call'd  to  the  oldest  throne  of  ChristendotiL, 
In  vain  imaginings  fed  with  the  dream 
That  she  should  wear  three  crowns  upon  her  hea^ 
In  humble  speech,  I  trow,  she  sues  for  one 
Who  dared  to  assume  the  royal  arms  of  England, 
And  sufTer'd  the  fawning  things  about  her  court 
To  call  her  sovereign  of  these  British  lalee. 
By  Heaven  1  my  lords,  it  cuts  me  to  the  heart, 
And  pity  and  amazement  strive  within  me, 
When  I  behold  these  shifting  tides  of  chance. 
And  feel  the  whiff  and  wind  of  these  blows  of  fate, 
Striking  a  royal  head  so  near  my  own. 

SEKEWSanAT. 

Oh,  madam  !  God  speaks  thus  to  your  heart;  iiidm*^ 
Your  ear  to  His  heavenly  teaching.     Heavily 
Hath  Mary  Stuart  atoned  her  heavy  guilt. 
Beach  forth  a  hand  of  mercy  to  her  now ; 
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rf  tie  graye  which  holdn  hor 


liL  '3«-  Qj  hier  the  angel  of  light. 

BntLEIGH. 

k,  nor  allow  the  smart 
LT  pity  to  mislead  yoii ; 
hands  bind,  so  that  horoaft^)r« 
.  j'.u.  would  and  must,  you  cannot  do. 
i  sbfZ'W  her  mercy — may  not  navo  \wr ; 
ijo  room  to  have  it  said,  t  hat  you 
(d  unrelenting  hardness  went, 
aaoTed  on  her,  whom  you  con<h»mnM. 

LRICK8TKH. 

et  us  confine  ourselves  within 
•ed  duties ;  our  most  grm^ious  c(ii<*<in 
)ur  aid  or  counsel  to  <h't4;riniiio 
dest  and  best  is  to  be  dono. 
g  of  two  royal  kinswomen 

to  do  with  the  solemn  march  of  jii«tir«i. 

England,  not  our  mistreHs'  will, 
iced  Mary  Stuart,  and  't  is  worthy 
nd  noble  spirit  of  our  queen, 
impulse  of  her  heart  Uf  follow, 
h  the  law  fulfil  its  stern  decrm*H. 

PILIZABKTII. 

ly  lords  ;  we  shall  the  method  find 
I  seemliness  what  pity  urges, 


Aad  what  Jiecesdty  doth  lay  upon  ua. 

Now  leave  lis.     Mortamfir,  a  word  with  yooi 

IJBxtmtaBb^'EaMiMaBtmdmaaaa 

BLiBABEiH  (i^itr  obtmb^  Mm  ttm^Jbt  mm*  mommdt). 
You  have  shown  a  daring  spirit,  and  for  your  yean 
A  most  unwonted  power  of  self-cominand. 
Who  the  hatd  science  of  dissimBlation 
So  early  leams  to  use,  is  ripe  betimes, 
And  o*erleaps  yean  of  life's  apjwentioeehip. 
Fate  beckons  you  to  an  exalted  path — 
I  prophesy  it ;  and  for  your  better  fortune 
I  can  mjself  fulfil  the  prophecy. 


Exalted  sovereign  I  all  I  have,  and  am. 
Is  to  yonr  service  utterly  devoted. 

KUEABBTH. 

You  have  learnt  to  know  the  enemies  of  England, 
Their  hate  irreconcilable  towards  me. 
Their  inexhaustible  bloody  plots  against  me. 
Thus  far  th'  Almighty  has  protected  me. 
But  still  the  crown  must  totter  on  my  brows. 
While  she  yet  lives  from  whom  their  fanatic  zeal 
Borrows  at  once  its  hope  and  its  pretext. 

MOBTDIER.  , 

Hhe  lives  no  longer  when  you  so  decree  it. 


8c  I.  HAKT  nTAxr. 


XUZAJ 

Ah,  sir  I  I  thought  that  I  had  reached  the  g«>al. 

But  find  myself  no  nearer  than  at  first. 

I  thought  to  have  let  the  law  deal  with  her. 

And  keep  mine  own  hands  free  from  blood  the  while. 

The  sentence  is  pronounced :  what  have  I  gained 

While  it  is  not  fulfill^  ?  and  mj  conmiand 

Alone  fulfils  it,  Mortimer.     And  I 

Must  meet  the  odium  of  the  deed,  and  cannot 

By  any  means  escape  the  ill-seeming  act. 

That— that  is  worst  of  all '. 

MOSTEICEB. 

What  matters  it 
How  evil  may  appear  that  which  is  right  ? 

ELIZABETH. 

You  do  not  know  the  world ;  each  man  is  judge 
Of  what  each  man  appears ;  no  one  is  judge 
What  any  truly  is.     I  can  convince 
None  of  my  right ;  the  more  must  I  take  heed 
That  my  share  in  her  death  be  kept  close  secret. 
Double-fjEM^ed  deeds  require  the  screen  of  darkness ; 
The  perilous  step  is  that  which  we  acknowledge ; 
And  nothing 's  lost  but  that  which  we  surrender. 

MORTDCEB  {n'ffntyicafUfy). 

Then,  had  it  better  been — ? 
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XOBTDLBB. 

depend  on  me. 

SLIZABETH. 

But  when — ^when  shall  I 
Q  my  head  securely  and  in  peace  ? 

XORTDCEB. 

;  new  moon  shall  see  your  fears  all  ended. 

SLIZABSTH. 

3U8,  sir ;  and  let  it  nothing  irk  you, 
lust  hide  my  gratitude  to  you 
le  veil  of  darkness.     Silence  ever 
An  god  of  happiness ;  and  bonds 
and  closest  are  by  mystery  tied. 

[.Srt;^  Elizabxih. 

XORTnCEB. 

hee  from  me,  false  dissembling  queen  I 
bee,  even  as  thou  cheat'st  the  world ; 
etray  thee  is  a  righteous  deed, 
murderer's  visage  ?  didst  thou  read 
forehead  custom  of  fell  deeds  ? 
t  my  arm  I  do  but  hold  back  thine  own ; 
he  lovely  glamour  shape  of  mercy 
orld's  gaze,  whilst  thou  in  secret  reckon'st 
'  murderous  help ;  go  shall  we  win 
[  respite  for  deliverance. 
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Thou  wilt  exalt  me  I  and  from  far  didat  point 

To  some  high  guerdon,  offer'd  to  my  hope ; 

Nay,  but  *ert  thou  the  prize- — tbou,  and  thy  fiirour. 

What  were  such  prize  to  me  ? — what  canst  thou  give? 

No  idle  vanity  seduces  me. 

Near  her  alone  life's  aspect  wears  a  charm  ; 

Bound  her  for  ever  huvers  the  divinity 

Of  grace,  and  loveliness,  and  youthful  joy ; 

The  bliss  of  heaven  blooms  upon  her  breast, 

And  dead  and  witber'd  are  thy  proffer'd  gifts. 

Highest  of  earthly  joys  that  earth  can  grant, 

Is  where  one  heart,  enchanting  and  enchanted. 

In  self-oblivious  ecstasy  bestows  itself 

Upon  another  heart.     A  woman's  crown 

Wafl  never  thine,  for  thou  didst  never  yet,  j 

Loving  thyself,  give  riiptiirc  to  a  lover  !  J 

I  must  seek  out  Lord  Leicester,  and  deliver 

Her  letter  to  him ;  't  is  a  hateful  task ; 

I  bear  the  shining  courtier  small  good  will. 

I  can  alone  deliver  her ;  and  mine 

Be  danger,  glory,  and  the  precious  prize ! 

PAULET. 

What  said  the  queen  to  thee  ? 

MOBTDtBB. 

Nothing ;  that  is— 
Nothing  of  any  moment. 


Htacr  me,  Murdmer : 
[round  on  which  thou  tread* at  ib  filipperr  na<#atL 
)rinces'  favours  have  a  heckonhxg  wsftwH 
uth  athirst  for  honour  and  for  fuue. 
^t  ambition  lead  thr  feet 


XOBnJLEaL 

•  not  yourself  who  brou^t  xne  to  the  Court  'f 

wish  I  that  I  had  not  done  sa     Not 
Hit  was  the  honour  of  our  houae  buHt  up, 
ew,  stand  steiidfast !  porchase  not  too  dear ; 
id  not  thy  conscienoe. 

MOJmHESL 

Uncle !  why,  how  now- 
'  means  this  sudden  apprehension  ? 

PAtXET. 

iiot  the  queen's  fair  promises  of  greatness ; 
Hot  her  flatteriDg  words.     She  '11  disavow  thee 
thou  hast  obey'd  her;  and  to  wash 
^in  from  her  o^-n  name,  she  will  avenge 
loody  deed  that  she  herself  commanded. 


XOBTDCEIL 

loody  deed  I 


Away  with  thy  dinemUing  I 
I  know  that  which  the  qaeen  denuiided  of  tiiea. 
She  hopea  thy  youth,  greedy  for  aelf-edTuoenieD^ 
Will  prove  more  pliant  than  my  differ  ag& 
Say — ^hast  Uiou  promised  ?  haat  thou — aay  ? 


Why, 

VAvaa. 
And  if  thou  hast,  I  corse  and  cast  thee  offi 

IBOer  tie  Eabl  op  liBiCBnn- 

I£ICB8TSB. 

One  word  with  yoiir  nephew,  worthiest  sir,  allow  me; 
The  queen  is  graciously  inclined  to  favour  him. 
And  wills  the  person  of  the  Lady  Stuart 
Shall  be  entrusted  solely  to  his  keeping. 
On  Ms  uprightness  she  depends  implicitly. 


PACLET. 

Does  she  so  ? — good  1 


^tat  say  you,  sir  ? 

PAVIXT. 


The  queen 
Dep^ids  on  him,  it  seems ;  and  I,  my  lord. 
Will  on  myself  depend,  and  trust  my  eyes. 

ISxil  Fauibt. 


MAfiT  StD&BT. 


lat  ailB  yoor  worthy  uncle  ? 

XOBTUBB. 

Nay,  I  know  not ; 
rchauce  this  unexpected  trust  of  the  queen — 

LBicBSTBB  (pbtenmg  him  attmUvefy). 
d  are  you,  sir,  one  to  be  safely  trusted  ? 

XOBIIItKB. 

light  reply  in  your  own  words,  my  lord. 


u  Ve  something  to  impart  to  me  in  secret,  then  ? 

UOBTIMKB. 

~at  give  me  some  assurance  that  I  may. 

I^ICXBTEB. 

<i  who  for  you  shall  give  me  like  seciuity? 
%y  do  not  take  my  slight  distrust  amiss ; 
i»e  in  tlu8  court  I  see  you  wear  two  faces ; 
e  is  of  course  a  mask — ^but  which  is  not  ? 

HOBTIKKB. 

«n  so  my  lord  of  Leicester  seems  to  me. 


bich  of  us  two  shall  trust  the  other  first  ? 


MART   STUART. 


MOBTIMEB. 

He  that  has  least  to  venture. 


LEICESIEK. 

Then,  speak  yon! 


BftUier,  Bpeak  you  my  lord !  your  testimonyi 
You,  the  all-powerful,  all-favour'd  noble. 
May  fell  me  to  the  earth,  miDe  could  do  notiiug 
rt  jour  lofty  station  and  great  favour. 


LEICESTER. 

Sir,  you  're  deceived  :  in  all  respects  but  one, 

I  am  powerful  here ;  but  on  that  tender  poiu^ 

Which  I  must  now  deliver  to  your  fctith, 

I  am  in  all  this  court  the  least  secure. 

And  who  is  treacherous  to  me  there  can  nin  me. 


From  yoa  to  me.  Lord  Leicester,  such  aTowal 
Exalts  me  from  my  humbler  state  so  &r. 
That  I  may  venture  to  assume  more  honour, 
And  give  you  a  magnanimous  example. 


So  do ;  III  follow  without  faltering. 

ko&hmxb  (hatHi!/  irwamtfmihOm  UUr). 
The  Queen  of  Scotland  sends  you  this,  my  lord  I 
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LKICBRXB  ((Bogerfy  amd  appr^ietuivdy  iemng  it), 

r  Grod'fl  love,  sir^  speak  low !     What  do  I  see ! 
1,  *t  is  her  image  I 

IHe  kisim  the  picture  and  remaitu  gasing  at  it. 


MORTnrRR  (ohmrvmg  him  §earekmglg  while  he  readi), 

I  believe  in  you,  my  lord. 

LKICE8TKB  {after  rapidly  reading), 

the  contents  of  this  known  to  you,  sir  ? 


MOBTnnUL 

I  know  nothing. 


LSICB8TKB. 

Ha  I  yet  she  has  doubtless 


irted — 


MOBTIMKR. 


:hing ;  she  said  you*d  solve  the  riddle 
this  strange  mystery,  therefore  give  me  leave 
speak  th'  unfeigned  amazement  of  my  mind, 
it  you,  her  open  foe,  her  persecutor, 
*  of  her  judges,  and  Elizabeth's  favourite, 
he  from  whom  the  queen  looks  for  deliverance  I 
i  yet  it  must  be  so,  for  your  eyes  speak 
urly  enough  what  your  heart  feels  for  her. 

u  s 
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First  let  me  know  whence  comes  the  fiery  zeal 
You  spend  upon  her  cause  ?  and  by  what  means 
You  have  deserved  the  confidence  she  shows  yon? 

XOBTDUBB. 

For  that  few  words  sufiice.    I  changed  my  Ssdth 
At  Bome^  and  to  the  House  of  Cruise  swore  fealty. 
And  a  letter  fi-om  the  Archbishop  of  Bheims 
Commended  my  poor  service  to  the  queen* 

LKICKSTFai. 

I  knew  of  this  conversion  of  your  faith. 

It  first  invited  me  to  trust  in  vou ; 

Give  me  your  hand,  and  pardon  my  suspicion  ! 

Too  cautious  can  I  hardly  be,  for  Walsingham 

And  Burleigh  hate  me,  and  I  know  their  nets 

Are  stretch'd  for  me ;  you  might  have  been 

Their  instrument  or  creature  to  decoy  me  to  them. 

MOBTIIIEB. 

WTiat,  are  the  courtly  gyves  so  strait,  the  bonds 
So  narrow  that  Lord  Leicester's  steps  are  shackled  ? 
My  lord,  I  pity  you  1 

LEICESTKS. 

Joyfully  then, 
I  cast  myself  upon  your  friendly  breast. 
And  throw  aside  the  long-oppressing  burden. 
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k'ou  are  unazed,  sir,  at  the  Hudden  change 
a  the  feelings  I  profess  towsrds  Mary  Stiiart ; 
Bnt  I  was  never  her  real  enemy, 

■Though  the  strong  current  of  events  opposed  rae  tA  her. 
DcvtinM  to  me  long  years  before,  to  Damley 
IThey  gave  her  hand — then,  with  a  throne  for  dower 
I  would  not  wed  her — now,  in  captivity, 
Kven  to  the  gates  of  death  I  seek  uid  claim  her. 

MOBTDCRB. 

^"hy  it  is  nobly  done !  — 

uttCTsrzR. 

The  times  are  alter'd  — 
Then  vainly  did  the  crown  of  Scotland  beckon  me, 
^ad  with  it  the  youth  and  beauty  that  adom'd  it, 
l-'ur  in  my  ambition's  eager  grasp  I  thought 
To  clutch  a  greater  prize — the  crown  of  England. 

MnnTtXKn. 
It  is  well  known  you  were  preferred  to  all. 

LFJCMTKn. 

It  seem'd  so,  sir;  yet  now,  after  ten  years 

Of  creeping,  cringing,  crouching,  crawling  slavery, 

Bane  yeara  I  for  ever  wasted — oh,  my  heart 

ft'ill  to  my  lips  heave  up  its  bitt*>rnctw ! 

Vea,  doubtless,  all  men  count  me  fortunate. 

(>h,  if  they  knew  the  galling  weight  of  the  chainfi 
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They  envy  me  I     Daily,  for  ten  Imig  yean. 

Hare  I  my  life  to  this  nin  idol  offer*d. 

Each  honrly  change  of  fieice  deqpotio  humoor 

Bent,  bow'd,  and  tom'd  me  to — the  imtcJied  pL  ■oy- 

Of  eaoh  &nta8tic  whim,  of  wayward  wantonneaB, 
Fondled  and  fool'd  with  Hhart-liTed  tendemen^ 
ThniHt  hack  with  cold  and  insolent  Hi«l«in^ 
Tonnented  by  her  poarion  or  her  pride. 
The  doee-watch'd  priBoner  of  her  lynx-eyed  jealoosf^ 
School'd  like  a  hoy,  and  chidden  like  a  groom ; 
Words  have  no  utterance  for  this  ten  years*  hell  t 

HOBTIMKB. 

I  pity  you,  my  lord  ! 

LKICBSTEB. 

And  now  the  prize. 
E'en  as  I  touch  the  goal  escapes  my  grasp — 
Another  comes  and  reaps  my  hard-eam'd  harvest^ 
A  blooming  boy-consort  seizes  my  right. 
And  I  must  now  come  down  from  the  lofty  stage 
^Mle^e  for  so  long  I  shone  i'  the  foremost  place ; 
For  I  shall  lose  her  favour  with  her  hand — 
Of  that  the  new  comer  will  rob  me  too, — 
He  is  a  proper  lover — she's  a  woman  t 

mobthiks. 
Katherine  de  Medici's  son  in  a  good  school 
Has  leamt  the  art  of  wily  flattery. 
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7  hopes  I  but  in  this  wreck  I  seek 
k.  of  rescue  that  shall  save  my  fortunes ; 
my  fair  early  hopes  I  turn  mine  eyes^ 
jr's  image  in  her  beauty's  splendour 
>re  me :  grace  and  loveliness 
ert  their  right — no  cold  ambition — 
eart's  sentence  of  comparison 
the  jewel  I  had  cast  away, 
ror  I  behold  the  misery 
she's  plunged — ^plunged  even  by  my  guilt, 
again  the  hope  awakes  in  me, 
^y  yet  both  rescue  and  possess  her. 
some  trustworthy  hand  it  now  behoves  me 
fore  her  eyes  my  alter'd  heart* 
lis  letter  you  have  brought  I  read 
forgives,  and  will  bestow  herself — 
! ! — upon  me,  if  I  rescue  her. 

KOBTnCEB. 

what  have  you  done  to  rescue  her  ? 

allowed  her  trial  to  proceed, 

I  your  own  voice  to  her  final  sentence ; 

must  happen — the  light  of  truth 

eveal'd  suddenly  to  me — 

e  kinsman  of  her  prison  keeper, 

le — from  the  chambers  of  the  Vatican — 

en  summon  her  deliverer. 

Lad  deliverance  come  nigh  her 
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Aagtiixb  enough,  good  sir,  her  fate  has  cost  me ! 
From  Talliot'a  Caetle  brought  to  Fotieringay, 
She  was  tmnsferr'd  to  your  uncle's  vigilant  guanl, 
And  ftll  ftpproiwh  to  her  barr'd  and  impossible : 
Slill  WIS  I  fiaa  in  the  wtrld's  eyes  to  iseem 
Tho  cnMiiT  and  pfrsecutor — ^yet  never 
Belirvo  that  I  bail  saSWd  her  to  perish : 
I  htiptxl — I  hope — to  snatch  her  yet  from  iliiHi. 
The  final  IhnLst  of  this  dark  doom  lo  pvrr. 
Until  some  means  ue  foand  to  matdt  her  bom  it. 


Tiken  tbey  are  fboDd — L<«d  Letc«ter,  tio  yvcr  tzwt 
1  answr  vitlt  like  &itb — the  mewis  art  fc«Bd 
F«»r  the  queeoV  rasroe,— tbewfore  am  I  Itere; 
All  t$  prepared,  all  tliMigfat  Av,  all  he^nzL. 
Attd  TOor  great  name  <wnrK  a  kappv  enlin!:. 


IVaA  a»d  •fifoaT !  vfcas  if  ^  y^  s 


'1 

1 


2S»  MABr    elUART. 

UORTIMEB. 

Delay 
Is  dangerous  too. 

LRiOEsr&n. 
Sir — sir— it  cannot  be; 
T  is  not  to  be  tbon^t  on. 


TtatxaoR  (jUUtrfy). 

Not  by  you,  my  kd 
Wbo  lore  and  would  possess  the  queen ;  but  we, 
Who  only  seek  to  set  her  free,  may  venture  it. 


Young  man,  you  are  too  rash  to  find  a  way 
Through  such  a  thick  set  path  of  perilous  thoim 


HOBTIXEIt. 

And  you  in  the  road  of  honour — moat  condderatt. 


LBICESTEB. 

I  see  the  snares  by  which  we  are  beset. 


XOXintBR, 

I  feel  the  strength  to  break  my  way  through  them 


LEICBSTEB. 

Foolhardinees  and  madnesa  is  such  courage  ! 
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ak  prudence  hardly  valour,  lord. 

LBICBSIEB. 

L  a  mind  to  die  the  death  of  Babington  ? 
no  mind  to  rival  Norfolk's  glory. 

LEICESTEB. 

mbraced  the  bloody  axe — ^not  Mary. 

HOBTIHEB. 

i  the  world  that  he  was  worthy  of  her. 

LEICESTEB. 

lid  fail,  we  drag  her  down  with  us. 

KOBTIMEB. 

our  safety  will  not  conquer  hers. 

LEICESTEB. 

^ou  hear  not — ^you  consider  not — 
in  blind  impatience,  overthrow 
e'en  now  so  fairly  on  the  way. 

MOBTIMEB. 

>n  the  way — ^by  you  made  ready  ? 
^hat  have  you  done  to  rescue  her  ? 
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Say  rather,  what,  bad  I  been  fool  enough 
To  murder  her,  as  e'en  now  Elizabeth  bade  me, 
(And  at  this  very  hour  believes  't  is  done). 
Speak  I  say,  what  had  you  done  to  save  her  life  ?   ' 

LRICBBTER  (miiOzeiJ). 

The  queen  gave  you  that  bloody  order  ? 


Ye8,sir-- 
Elizahcth  's  as  much  deceived  in  mo 
As  Mary  is  in  yon — they  both  are  cheated. 

So  then,  you  promised  her  compliance,  did  you  then! 

MORTIIfEa. 

Lest  she  should  borrow  other  hands,  I  offer'd 
To  lend  her  min& 

LEICESTER. 

Why,  that  was  wisely  done; 
That  gives  us  space  and  room  to  move ;  relyiag 
Upon  a  bloody  secret  service,  she 
Will  let  the  sentence  unfuifill'd  remain. 
Meanwhile  we  are  g^ning  time. 


(impatienay). 

Ko,  we  are  It 


Speak,  for  she  then  n 
Till  Mary 's  freedom  j 

•  "^^  Tl  Amazement !  horror !  ' 

Know'st  thou  the  earth 
Deemest  thou  what 't  is 
And  the  tremendous  spe 
Has  thrown  o^er  all  men 
For  the  free  spirit  that  c 
It  is  loek'd  up,  the  key  a; 
And  every  wing  of  noble 
Follow  my  warning — not! 
Some  one  draws  near ;  le^ 

Is  this  the  empty  comfort 
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[Enter  Euzabeth. 

XIJZABIETH. 

parted  from  you  there  ?  sure  I  heard  voices. 

LKICESTKR  {wUk  MuUm  oUtrm  aid  confutum). 
8  Mortimer. 

KLIZABBTH. 

How  now,  my  lord,  what  ails  you  ? 
re  all  amazed  I 

LRICB8TKB  (comnumdmg  him§elf)» 
Oh,  well  may  I  be  so 
le  dazzling  splendour  of  your  loveliness ! 
r  more  beauteous  did  these  eyes  behold  you. 

SUZABSTH. 

Wherefore  do  you  sigh  ? 


I  have  cause, 
im,  for  no  rare  merriment  methinks« 
3,  looking  on  the  beauty  that  enslaves  me, 
reminded  of  my  grievous  loss. 

KUZABKTH. 

loss  ? 

LKICE8TXB. 

You  have  I  lost,  your  precious  self; 
in  the  arms  of  a  youthful  bridegroom,  you 
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Bather  than  lying  piotureB  and  leporte 

In  this  weighty  matter;  why  dost  look  at  me 

So  earnestly  ? 

LBZGB8CBR. 

Methought  I  saw  you  standing 
Beside  the  Qneen  of  Scots.    I  would  I  might 
Behold  you  so  indeed  I  for  then,  dear  mistress^ 
Should  you  a  woman's  proper  victory  know. 
With  envious  eyes^  and  envy's  eyes  are  keen, 
I  saw  her  running  o'er  the  fair  assemblage 
Of  your  good  graces,  which  should  show  to  her 
Beauty's  own  image  fitly  framed  in  virtue, 

ELIZABETH. 

She  is  the  younger  of  the  two. 

LEICESTER. 

Indeed ! 
No  one  would  think  it ;  but  her  sorrows  doubtletf 
Have  aged  her  looks  something  before  the  time. 
It  might,  indeed,  be  doubly  bitter  to  her 
Now,  as  a  bride,  first  to  encounter  you ; 
The  joys  of  life  are  far  behind  her  fled. 
While  you  behold  them  towards  yourself  advancing 
The  bride,  too,  of  the  King  of  France's'  son — 
Of  Fraucc,  upon  whose  kindred  and  assistance 
She  has  so  proudly  and  seciu'ely  reckon'd. 
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leeded  not  men's  judgments,  she ;  to  her, 
t  was  the  burthen  of  her  light  life  ;  never 
she  bow  down  her  neck  to  the  heavy  yoke 
I  have  stoop'd  to  ;  I,  too,  might  have  seized 
I  full  of  happiness,  sod  nights  of  pleasure, 
rather  chose  the  kingly  servitude, 
royal  task  of  righteous  government; 
>T'n  for  that,  because  she  never  strove 
;  more  than  a  woman,  she  has  now 
len  to  be  her  lovers  and  her  servant, 
leads  in  willing  thraldom  oH  and  young ; 
are  ye  men !  wantons,  I  trow,  at  heart, 
onnesa  only  is  your  proper  lure, 
to  t  ye  fly,  where'er  it  beckons  you, 
!ver  love  what  will  be  hononr'd  too. 
lot  old  greybeard  Talbot  glow  to  a  flame 
i  talking  of  her  loveliness,  forsooth  ? 


gentleman  I  he  was  her  keeper  once. 

lath  bewitch'd  him  with  her  honey'd  speech. 

BLIZABBTU. 

t  be  true  that  she  is  still  so  fair  ? 
ifeary  hearing  of  this  goodly  favour, 
lould  be  well  content  to  trust  my  eyen, 


HABT  ervAxt. 


Burleigh  knows  nought  bat  reaBou  of  tiie  ilsto! 
Unto  your  womanhood  some  ri^ta  belongs 
And  to  judge  in  this  matter  is  your  i^;bL 
And  reasons  of  the  state  approve  it  too ; 
The  common  voice  shall  cry  well  done  to  it. 
That  yon  with  pity  visit  your  deadly  foe, 
Howe'er  the  law  shall  deal  with  her  haraafter. 

hjubkih. 
Natheless  methinks  it  were  not  well  to  see 
My  kinswoman  brought  to  such  low  estate ; 
T  is  said,  indeed,  I  know,  she  lives  not  royally, 
And  scarcely  may  receive  a  royal  visit 
With  honour  to  us  both. 

I,&ICE!IT£B. 

Over  the  threshold 
Of  her  prison  you  need  not  step ;  but  hear  my  counsd— 
Chance  serves  us  to  a  wish  ;  the  hunt  to-day 
Leads  towards  the  neighbourhood  of  Fotheringay. 
Let  Mary  Stuart  have  leave  to  walk  abroad. 
And  in  the  park,  what  hinders  that  you  meet  her. 
When  none  ehall  tbiuk  the  act  premeditate? 
Kay,  if  your  majesty  deign VI  not  to  speak — 


Servant,  if  tbts  approve  itself  a  folly, 
Thine  be  the  blame,  not  mine  I    To-day, 
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o  wish  of  thine  will  I  g^nsay — I  owe  thee 
}ine  compeaeation  for  this  French  betrothal ; 
e  it  as  thou  ha«t  said.     Liking  weighs  not 
ach  several  grace  it  grants,  else  'twere  no  liking ; 
0,  my  good  Leicester,  we  '11  towards  Fotheringay. 

[LslCESTBIt  t/trom  himtelfat  ha- feel  ; 
At  curtain  fi^. 


ESD   OF  THE   SECOND   ACT. 


Whither  so  fast,  madam  7  Yoa  almost  run ; 
I  'm  cramp'd  with  age  and  lack  of  exermae ; 
You  fly,  mj  old  joi&ta  aohe  to  follow  yon  1 

KABT. 

Over  the  greensward,  oh,  let  my  feet  stray, 
Light  wing'd  with  joy  as  in  childhood's  bright  day ; 
Cast  off  thy  age  as  I  wipe  off  my  tears. 
Have  I  come  forth  from  that  prison  of  yeara  ? 
Has  the  dark  vault  yielded  up  its  sad  prey  ? 
Do  I  once  more  greet  the  splendour  of  day  7 
Oh,  let  me,  'scaped  from  that  den  of  despair. 
Drink  in  long  draughts  the  free  heavenly  air. 


0  my  beloved  inistreBS — out,  alaalj 
Your  prison  bounds  are  but  a  little  widen'd ; 
You  do  not  see  the  walk  that  shut  you  in 
Because  the  green  boughs  hide  them. 

iCABX. 

Bless  them ! 
Oh,  bless  them  that  they  bide  my  prison  from  me! 
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Let  me  dream  out  my  dream  of  joy,  dear  Kennedy  I 

Bid  me  not  wake  to  weep — I  Ve  wept  so  long ! 

Above  my  head  the  boundless  heavens  bend  smiling, 

My  eyes  roam  far,  far  o'er  the  distant  prospect  I 

See  there  !  there,  yonder  I  where  the  misty  mountains 

Melt  in  the  hazy  sky !     Beyond  lies  Scotland — 

My  land,  my  home,  my  kingdom !     Look  I  the  clouds 

Are  hastening  to  the  south,  across  the  sea 

They  go  towards  France  1  look !  look !  they  go  towards 

France ! 
Fast  sailing  vapours,  ye  ships  of  the  air, 
Whom  are  ye  steer'd  by  ? — who  do  ye  bear  ? 
Ah,  greet  for  me  the  sweet  home  of  my  youth — 
Straight  bound  in  fetters,  a  pris'ner  I  lie — 
Be  ye  my  envoys,  bright  clouds  of  the  sky ! 
Free  through  the  free  air  ye  wing  your  swift  way, 
England's  proud  queen  over  you  holds  no  sway. 

KEl!!lff¥J)Y. 

Madam !  good  madam ! — finding  suddenly 
Her  long  lost  freedom,  she  has  lost  herself! 

MART. 

See  on  the  beach  rocks  the  fisherman's  boat  I 
Oh  !  on  that  poor  wretched  skiflF  could  I  float 
Far  from  these  shores  to  a  friendlier  strand ; 
Hardly  it  yields  to  its  owner's  hard  hand 
Bread,  with  sore  toil — I  would  heap  it  with  gold, 


Once  should  hii  nebi  gUiiat  tfiiire:imtolii. 
Might  but  hu  boat  bear  me  oflF  from  ihu  land  t 


Wild  hopeless  rision !  see  jou  not  from  &t 

That  we  are  watoh'd  and  followed  ?  inatant  miu 
Glares  on  each  thing  that  would  show  pity  to  lU, 
And  scares  it  from  onr  path. 

XABT. 

No,  no,  good  ^onab  I 
Tnut  me,  my  prison  ban  have  not  in  vain 
Open'd  themBelrea  at  last  to  let  me  forth. 
This  favour  shown  me  is  the  gracious  harbinger 
Of  justice  and  of  right.     It  is  no  mockery ; 
I  know  the  dear  and  powerful  hand  that  thus 
G-eutly  is  drawing  me  from  out  my  dungeon  ; 
I  know  it  is  the  might  of  love,  and  Leicester, 
That  loosens  thus  my  bitter  prison  cords ; 
They  will  be  slacken'd  day  by  day,  until 
In  a  blessed  hour  they  fall  away  from  me. 
And  I  shall  be  free  ! 

EBNKEDT. 

And  yet  I  cannot 
Make  match  these  contradictions !     Yesterday, 
Death  was  announced  to  you,  death  close  at  hand : 
Tis  true,  indeed,  their  shackles  are  struck  off, 
Who  stand  on  the  threshold  of  eternal  freedom. 
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MART. 

Hear'st  thou  the  hunter's  horn  ?  hear'st  thou  it  ringing 

Cheerily  sounding  through  forest  and  fell  ? 
Oh,  on  my  good  horse  once  more  to  be  springing 

Far,  far  away,  over  mountain  and  dell ! 
Oh  !  what  a  doleful  echo  doth  it  wake, 
That  merry  music !     On  the  hills  of  Scotland, 
Over  the  golden  gorse  and  purple  heather. 
The  live-long  day  how  I  have  followed  it ! 

[Enter  Paxtlet. 

PAULET. 

Now,  madam !  will  you  say  at  last,  *  Well  done,' 
And  give  me  once  your  thanks  ? 


MART. 


How,  sir  ? — what  mean  you  ? 
Is  it  to  you  I  owe  this  hour  of  life?— 
To  you  ? 


PACLKT. 


I  do  believe  so ;  to  the  queen 
I  gave  your  letter. 


MART. 


You  did  give  it  her 
To  her  own  hand — indeed — and  this  great  boon 
Was  til  as  won  for  me  ? 


For  yean  conn'd  o'er  my  tuk  of  hmnUe  laeuig; 
In  my  long  priflon  mj^tSt  nid*  o'tj  and  o'ar. 
Each  sad  and  moting  plai,  wharewith  I  thouglit 
To  touch  her  heart — it  *■  gone  I — it  *»  nil  fbrgotten  I 
Words  of  entreaty — tean  of  Buppliontion, 
All  gone — I  can  remember  ooUiing, — nothing 
But  Uie  boming  amart  of  my  great  injuries  I 
My  heart  Bvella  in  my  breast  full  of  fierce  hate — 
Of  bloody  hate— all  gentle  thoughts  forsake  me. 
And  rattling  their  snaky  hair,  the  fiiriea  of  hell 
Stand  round  me,  yelling  frenzy  in  my  ears ! 

aHRKWBBUBT. 

Madam,  for  the  love  of  God  beat  down  the  rash 

Temptation  of  your  agony  !     Let  not  the  gall 

That  chokes  you,  rise  to  your  tongue; — nay,  but  be 

patient ; 
What  good  can  come  of  it  when  hate  meet«  hate. 
Wrestle,  good  madam,  with  your  bitterness. 
Remember  all  that  hangs  on  this  one  hour. 
Think  of  her  power,  dear  queen  I  and  bow  yourselt 


Before  her — never ! — 

SHRBWBBUST, 

Do  it — yea,  do  it. 
Speak  to  her  gently,  with  self-govertmient ; 
Be  great  in  patience,  and  forget  your  wrongs 
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FoTget  your  rights  too, —  ihia  is  not  the  hour. 
When  they  may  safely  be  rememberM  by  you. 

ICABT. 

I  have  puird  down  my  ruin  on  my  own  head : 
God  curses  me  with  granting  of  my  prayer. 
No,  we  should  never  meet  each  other's  eyes ; 
No  good  can  come  of  it — ^but  dire  misfortune. 
Water  and  fire  shall  lovingly  compound. 
And  wolves  and  lambs  feed  friendly  side  by  side, 
Ere  we  can  meet  in  peace ;  too  deep  the  wound 
Has  fester'd  in  my  breast, — ^too  heavily 
Her  iron  hand  has  ground  me  down.     No,  never 
Can  a  true  reconcilement  grow  between  us. 

SHREWSBUBT. 

Yet  stay,  and  look  upon  her  countenance — 
I  saw  her  when  from  reading  of  your  letter 
She  raised  her  eyes,  and  they  were  full  of  tears ; 
She  is  not  flinty-hearted.     Good  your  grace  ! 
Yourself  had  gentler  thoughts  when  you  writ  to  her. 
That  you  should  dress  your  speech  in  kindness, 
And  meet  her  sisterly,  I  have  hurried  hither 
To  warn  you  of  her  coming. 

MARY. 

Excellent  Talbot  1 
You  ever  were  my  friend.     Oh,  had  I  ne'er 


Been  tft'en  amy  frun  jodz  hoaao — 0  Shmnbuij  1 
My  heeit  uid  aoul  qiu3  with  d 


Forgd- 
Look  QOt  behind — &aten  yonr  thoof^ti  altme 
Oq  the  blest  hope  Uiii  hour  may  irin  foz  you. 


Comes  Burleigh,  too— my  evil  aogd,  with  herP 


SHKXWBBUBT, 

NoDO  comes  but  the  Earl  of  Leicester  with  the  queea 


Lord  Leicester  I 

BHKKWHBCBT. 

Nothiog  need  you  fear  from  him. 
He  wills  DO  evil  to  you — 't  is  his  deed 
Her  highness  bath  consented  to  this  meeting. 


UABI. 

Oh,  I  was  sure  of  it  t 


SBRBWSBUBT. 

What  say  you,  madam  ? 


The  queen 


UA.BT   STUABT. 


lAU  withdraw  on  one  tide,  exeept  Mabt,  viho 
rtmain*  Uaninff  on  Kbuvedy.  Enter 
EluzABiiiH  and  Leicestkb  foliowid  by  her 


ELIZABETH. 

What  place  is  this  ? 


LBICESTRB. 

Fotheringay  Castle. 


ELIZASETH  (to  SHKEWBBTntT). 

Send  on  our  train  towarde  London,  sir ;  the  throng 
Chokes  all  the  roads  and  clamours  at  our  heels. 
We'll  breathe  awhile  here,  in  this  leafy  stillness. 

[Talbot  ditmiuei  the  train.    Elieabeth^^jvi  her  eyet 
on  Maut,  and  continues  ^leakinff  to  PauIiET. 
This  is  too  much ;  our  good  folk  love  us  well, 
But  lack  some  measure  in  their  show  of  love. 
So  men  should  worship  God,  not  earthly  kings ; 
And  such  a  loyalty  smacks  of  idolatry. 

MABT 

(wAo  hat  CDtdiaued  leaning  on  Kkxnkdt,  raites  her»Af,  and  luminff, 
her  eyet  encounter  the  gaze  Elizabeth  faetent  mi  her  ;  lie 
thudderi,  and  throio>  hertelf  back  on  Kenitedt). 

0  G-od !  no  heart  looks  from  those  homy  eyes. 

RLIZABBIS. 

Who  is  that  woman  ? 


MAHT    siTrAllT. 


LKICfHTKB- 

May  it  pleaiie  your  m^estf. 
This  place  is  Fotheringay. 


Hal  whohiadwed 


By  Heaven,  madam,  are  you  led  faither ; 

And  now,  let  pity  have  its  perfect  work. 

BHSXWSBUaT. 

Oh,  royal  lady,  be  compassionate  I 
With  mercy  look  on  the  unfortunate, 
Sinking  beneath  the  terrors  of  your  aspect. 

ruzabbth. 
Why,  how  is  this,  my  lords  ?  ye  prate  to  us 
Of  one  bow'd  down  in  lowliness  and  sorrow, 
But  we  can  see  nought  save  a  haughty  dame. 
Whose  pride  defies  sorrow  and  us. 

MART. 

It  must  be ; 
To  this  humility  will  I  constrain  myself — 
Bow  down,  proud  head ;  bend,  stubborn  knees,  to  the 

dust; 
And  thou  my  throbbing  heart,  foi^et — forget. 

[SAehKA. 
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Heaven  sides  with  you,  my  meter ;  in  your  fortune, 

I  honour  its  inscrutable  decrees ; 

To  your  prosperity  I  bow  my  misery, 

And  worship  in  your  power  the  Power  that  made  it. 

But  now,  be  merciful  as  you  are  great ! 

Queen,  sufiFer  not  your  hapless  kinswoman 

To  stoop  her  forehead  to  the  dust  in  vain : 

O  sister,  reach  to  me  your  hand,  and  raise  me. 

ELIZABETH. 

Heaven  judges  justly,  and  has  righteously 
Asdgn'd  to  each  of  us  our  rightful  place ; 
And  I  may  thank  its  mercy,  and  not  yours. 
That  I  am  not  laid  lower  even  than  you. 

■ABT. 

Ob,  yet  bethink  yourself,  how  change  supreme 
Rules  all  the  destinies  of  human  fortunes ! 
God  takes  delight  in  humbleness,  not  pride. 
Fear  Him,  that  King  of  the  kings  of  the  earth, 
Who  casts  me  prostrate  underneath  your  feet. 
For  the  sake  of  those  who  gaze  upon  us,  honour 
Yourself  in  honouring  me,  and  do  not  shame 
The  royal  blood  of  Tudor  in  both  our  veins: — 
O  G-od  of  heaven  I  stand  not  stony  thus, 
Like  to  the  inaccessible  crag,  that  throws 
The  drowning  wretch  that  clasps  it  back  again 
To  the  devouring  sea ;  my  hope,  my  fete, 
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H7  life,  hangs  on  my  miglit  of  joaycn  and  team ; 
Loose  the  hard  gripe  with  which  ;oa>e  Mnda? 

heart, 
Or  how  can  I  touch  joon  1     Yoor  i(y  look 
Freezes  my  senses  up ;  my  tears  congeal ; 
My  words  can  find  no  Toice  for  this  oold  tenor. 


What  would  you  say  ?    You  hare'  urged  Bpeeoh 

me, 
And  I  foi^t  my  state  and  your  devices, 
And  come  to  hear  you  plead — ^yea,  sisterly. 
To  grant  the  comfort  of  my  sight  to  you. 
Nought  have  I  hearken'd  to  but  tlie  kind  counsel 
Of  pity ;  and  some  blame,  moreover,  bear  I, 
That  I  iu  this  too  much  demean  myself, 
And  run,  perhaps,  some  danger — for  my  life 
Has  not  been  always  safe,  for  your  good  will. 


How  shall  I  speak  P  wherewith  shall  I  begin  ? 

What  words  shall  I  choose  to  soothe  and  not   oSend 

you? 
Give  me,  my  God  I  persuading  speech,  and  blunt 
The  edge  of  every  sharp,  impatient  thought. 
That  she  may  feel  no  touch  save  that  of  pity  I 
And  yet — and  yet — how  can  I  clear  myself 
And  not  blame  you  ?     It  is  impossible  I 
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ar  you  have  evil  dealt  with  me — indeed 

on  have.     Am  I  not  even  as  you  a  queen  ? 

ad  you  have  made  a  wretched  prisoner  of  me^ 

:ame  a  suppliant  to  you,  and  against 

le  holy  human  law  of  hospitality, 

id  general  law  of  nations,  you  have  kept  me 

Mk'd  in  a  dungeon ;  all  my  friends,  my  servants, 

ave  I  been  cruelly  divided  from ; 

nworthy  niggard  stint  have  I  endured 

1  my  daily  life — before  a  base  tribunal 

lave  I  been  dra^d — Enough  I  henceforth  for  ever, 

et  thick  foTgetfuIness  hide  all  I  've  suffer'd  I 

>y,  fate  has  been  to  blame,  not  you,  or  I ; 

nae  evil  spirit,  from  the  dark  depths  of  hell, 

s  had  Heaven's  leave  to  sow  this  hate  between  us, 

ci  even  from  our  youth  set  us  at  discord ; 

a  bitter  root  grew  with  our  growth,  and  men 

^«  devils,  fit  to  work  with  devils,  fann'd 

6  evil  flame  with  breath  accursed ;  the  madness 

tigot  zeal  thrust  weapons  into  hands 

ilinown  to  each  of  us,  against  the  other ; 

«"  't  is  the  curse  of  kings,  that  their  disunion 

Wdes  the  world,  and  in  a  thousand  hearts 

eir  hate  begets  more  hate.     But  all  is  over  E 

•  strangeness  hides  us  from  each  other  now, 
e  look  into  each  other's  eyes  at  last ; 

>w,  speak,  good  sister!  tell  me  all  my  faults, 
td  I  will  give  you  ample  satisfaction : 
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Ob>  wlterefore,  long  ago — long,  long  ago — 
Did  you  not  giant  my  earnest  prsyer  to  Me  joa  ? 
It  had  ne'er  come  to  thiu — never  had  we  had 
A  meeting  sacli  as  tlua>  in  aooh  a  plaoew. 


My  better  angel  kept  me  firom  the  d&nger 

Of  taking  to  my  breaftt  the  frozen  viper ; 

Blame  &t6  for  nothing  I  blame  the  bitter  gradge 

You  Ve  ever  borne  me— your  boiue'a  mad  ambittou, 

Which  enviously  hath  etiil  waged  war  against  me^- 

That  insolent  priest,  your  ancle's  lust  of  power. 

Whose  bold  hands  hare  been  stretch'd  towards  evm 

crown, 
That  he  might  hope  to  grasp — he  'twas  that  fool'd  yon 
To  the  pitch  of  daring  to  assume  my  arms 
And  style,  crazy  defiance  casting  in  my  teeth. 
Whom  hath  he  not  made  his  allies  against  me? 
The  voice  of  the  pulpit,  and  the  people's  arm, 
The  death-devoted  knife  of  frantic  ecstasy ; 
Here  in  my  veiy  kingdom,  freedom's  seat  and  dwelling- 
place, 
Hath  he  blown  up  the  fierce  flame  of  sedition. 
But  God  is  on  my  side  I  the  haughty  priest 
Hath  not  prevail'd — another  aim,  I  trow. 
He  reaches,  than  the  one  be  reckon'd  on ; 
He  struck  at  my  head,  but  he  has  struck  yours. 


HART   STDAItr. 


God's  will  be  done  1  but  yet,  I  do  believe 
You  will  not  mark  so  bloodily  your  victory. 

ELIZABETH. 

And  wherefore  shall  I  not  P  and  who  shall  hinder  me? 

Your  uncle  hath  a  good  example  given. 

To  all  the  kings  of  the  earth,  how  foes  are  dealt  with ; 

His  hallowing  of  St.  Bartholomew's  day 

Is  a  rare  lesson — yea,  and  I  will  follow  it. 

What  tell  you  me  of  kindred,  and  of  rights, 

Relationship  of  blood,  or  bond  of  kingship  ? 

Go  to — go  to — ^your  Church  can  loose  all  ties. 

And  perjury  or  regicide  make  holy ; 

I  will  but  practise  what  your  priests  do  preach. 

Say  rather,  if  I  were  to  set  you  free, 

With  what  lock  shall  I  fasten  up  your  faith. 

That  may  not  by  St.  Peter's  keys  be  open'd  ? 

That  I  do  hold  you — that,  is  my  only  safety ; 

What  compact  shall  be  made  with  the  serpent's  seed  ? 


This  has  been  stall  your  bitter  policy ; 

As  foe  and  stranger  have  you  always  dealt  with  me. 

Had  you,  according  to  my  right,  proclaim'd  me, 

Yoor  next  successor,  you  had  found  in  me 

A  loving,  faithful  friend,  and  kinswoman. 
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Treachery  is  your  firiendahip— the  Pope  of  Borne 
Is  your  only  father,  and  his  prieslB  yoor  farotheEi; 
These  are  your  kinsfolk.    Yea»  forsooth. 
Proclaim  you  my  successor  I  while  I  yet  liFe, 
Give  o'er  my  people  to  your  damnable  creed. 
And  see  the  noble  youth  of  my  realm  all  snared 
By  the  crafty  sorceries  of  a  new  Armida ; 
Direct  th'  expecting  gase  of  my  whole  kingdom 
To  the  rising  sun,  while  I — 

XABT. 

Beign,  reign  in  peace ! 
All  claim  to  your  succession  I  forego ; 
My  spirit's  wings  are  lame  and  sbatter'd — never 
Towards  any  noble  aim  shall  they  soar  again ; 
You  have  your  will  of  me — alas  1  I  am 
No  more  but  the  shadow  of  poor  Mary  Stuart ! 
My  heart  is  broken  by  long  prison  sorrow. 
You  have  done  your  utmost — in  my  flow'r  of  life 
You  have  struck  me  down,  and  I  shall  bloom  no  more. 
Now,  make  an  end  my  sister !     Speak  at  last 
The  word  you  are  cpme  to  speak — for  I  will  not  think 
You  have  come  hither  but  to  mock  my  ruin  ; 
Pronounce  it  royally  at  once : — *  You  're  free ; 
My  power  have  you  felt,  now  know  my  mercy.' 
gay  it — oh,  say  it !  and  my  life  and  freedom 
Even  as  a  boon,  I  will  receive  from  you ! 
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One  word  can  give  me  both — I  wait  for  it; 
Let  me  not  wait  too  long,  or  wait  in  vain. 
Woe  be  to  you  if  with  that  word  of  mercy. 
This  dreadful  conference  does  not  enji  ! — ^if  you 
Depart  not  like  an  angel,  leaving  blessings. 
Look  you  not  for  the  glory  of  your  kingdom ; 
Nay,  not  for  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth 
Would  I  be  what  you  then  would  seem  to  me. 

BLIZABBTH. 

So,  then  !  you  own  yourself  at  length  o'ercome  ! 

Are  all  your  practices  spent  ?  what,  no  more  murders 

Hatching  ?  what,  not  one  wild  adventurer  left 

To  lift  his  lance  in  hopeless  battle  for  you  ? 

Yea,  you  have  said  it,  all  is  over  now ; 

And  I  think  well,  the  world  hath  other  cares. 

And  worthier,  than  you,  or  your  lost  fortunes. 

I  think  your  means  of  mischief  are  worn  out ; 

No,  no,  you  will  snare  no  more  of  my  subjects'  hearts 

With  your  spent  spells ;  nor  will  you  readily  find 

One  who  shall  covet  to  be  your  fourth  husband. 

Or  your  next  champion — for  you  're  deadly  to  them 

Alike. 

MABT. 

God  give  me  patience !  sister — sister — 

BLIZABETH. 

So  these,  my  Lord  of  Leicester,  are  the  graces 
That  no  man  without  love  might  look  upon. 
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Or  woman  without  envy  I — verily. 

We  know  of  old  the  worth  of  general  ramoor ; 

But  tiiere  's  some  joatice  in  ifca  lying  here— 

A  liberal  life  tmmpeta  a  oomeUness 

That  might  have  lack'd  renown  wedded  to  modesty ; 

A  common  fame  becomes  a  common  beauty. 

XAET. 

This  is  too  much  I — 

XUZABBIH. 

Ah !  now  we  see  at  last 
The  proper  face  I  before  'twas  but  a  mask. 

ICABT. 

Beware  lest  ever  yours  should  fall — ^beware  I 
Humanly  and  in  youthful  heat  I  sinn'd. 
Tempted  alike  by  power  and  by  weakness ; 
'T  is  true^  I  have  not  hidden  or  denied  it ; 
No  base  pretences  have  I  stoop'd  to  wear 
To  cover  what  was  ill  in  me — the  worst 
That  can  be  known  of  me,  the  world  doth  know. 
And  I  dare  say^  I  'm  better  than  it  counts  me. 
Take  heed  if  ever  from  your  life  be  stripp'd 
The  goodly  cloak  of  decency  that  hides 
The  hidden  fires  of  secret  lust — take  heed  ! 
Your  chastity  comes  not  by  inheritance. 
For  it  is  known  what  virtues  led  your  mother, 
Anne  Bullen,  to  the  block. 
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SHBBWBBX7BT. 

0  Heaven!  what  words — 
ir  humbleness — is  this  your  patience  ? 

MART. 

have  I  not  borne  what  may  be  borne 
flesh  and  blood — patience  1  away, 

[eaven  long-suflFering,  meek  humility  ; 

deep  hell  come  forth,  imprison'd  hate ; 

who  to  the  enraged  basilisk 

L  its  deadly  glance,  make  thou  my  tongue 
dart,  to  pierce  that  stony  breast  I 

SHREWSBTJRY. 

mad  !  forgive  her — heed  her  not — 
to  the  ravings  of  her  frenzy. 

LEICESTEB. 

idam,  hence  from  this  accursed  place  ! 

MABY. 

fills  the  royal  seat  of  England, 

3  the  loyal-hearted  English  people  I 

•een  just,  usurper  !  you  had  been 

t  at  my  feet — and  I,  your  queen. 

!  hurriedly  Elizabeth,  Shbewsbubt,  and  Leicesteb. 

KENNEDY. 

i  you  done !  oh,  miserable  princess  I 
a  frenzy  hence  who  ne'er  forgives. 
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I  have  struck  home  I  the  veiiom  *8  in  her  heart ! 
My  tears,  my  aoxrowB,  my  despair,  my  shame. 
Her  tyramiy,  her  hate^  her  insolent  soom. 
The  bitterness  of  years — ^I  Ve  heaved  it  off; 
The  debt  of  half  a  life  of  injuries, 
I  have  paid  it  witii  a  word  I  oh,  let  me  breathe ! 


Before  her  lover^s  eyes  you  have  debased  her. 

ICABT. 

Before  my  lover's  eyes  I  've  humbled  her; 
His  presence  lifted  me  above  myself. 
And  as  I  hurl'd  defiance  at  my  rival, 
Leicester  stood  by  and  own'd  me  for  his  queen. 

[Enter  Mobtimeb  ;  he  tigns  to  Kent^sdt,  who  vithdm 

his  whole  demeanour  is  wild  and  reM 

EBNNEDT. 

Oh,  sir,  here 's  goodly  work ! 

MOBTDCER. 

I  heard  it  all. 

[Exit  KsyxEi 
Thine  is  the  triumph  !  in  the  dust  she  grovell'd 
Before  thy  scathing  scorn — thine  is  the  victory  1 
Thou  art  the  queen — ^the  trembling  traitor,  she. 
Thy  lovely  valour  hath  inflamed  my  souL 
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I  worship  thee  !  yea,  a  divinity 
Art  thou  to  my  adoring  eyes  ! 

MABT. 

You  spake 
With  the  Earl  of  Leicester  ?  to  his  hand  delivered 
My  ring — ^my  letter  ?     Good  sir,  answer  me. 

MOBTIHEB. 

How  thy  bright  dazzling  wrath  flash'd  round  thy  beauty ! 
Thou  art  the  fairest  woman  of  the  whole  earth  ! 

MABT. 

Nay,  I  beseech  you  satisfy  my  doubts. 

What  said  Lord  Leicester  ? — ^what  have  I  to  hope  ? 

MOBTDCEB. 

Who  ?  he  ? — the  miserable  dastard  ! — ^he  ? 

Hope  nought  from  him — despise  him  and  forget  him. 

MABT. 

What  say  you  I 

MOBTDCEB. 

He  deliver — he  possess  thee ! 
Why  let  him  1  but  for  life  and  death  with  me 
Must  he  struggle  first 

MABT. 

Then  you  gave  him  my  ring  ? 
My  letter  ? — all  is  over. 


aa^  1I\RT    STOART. 

HOKTatBB. 

He  would  live, — 
He  coward  loves  his  life ;  who  rescues  thee 
AiLid  culls  thee  bia,  must  have  the  heart  to  die. 

T, 

He  will  not  ven 


1 


Think  not  on  him  1 
What  can  he  do  another  may  not  dare  ? 
Alon*:  ril  save  thee — I — 

KABT. 

What  is 't  you  say  ? 

HOBTDIEB. 

Cheat  not  thyself  with  idle  hopes  and  dreams ; 
To-day  it  stands  no  more  with  thee  aa  yesterday. 
When   the   queen  parted  hence,  and  your  fierce  c 

ference 
Ended,  the  end  of  all  waa  come  for  thee. 
All 's  over — every  gate  of  mercy  barr'd : 
But  deeds  may  yet  avail, — daring  prevail ; 
Who  may  win  all  may  fairly  venture  all ; 
Thou  shalt  be  free  before  to-morrow's  dawn. 


To-night  1 — this  very  night  1 — to-night ! 


HABY   STUAKT. 


HOBTIUEO. 

Give  heed 


>  what  we  have  done :  within  a  secret  chapel 
have  aesembled  those  who've  sworo  to  save  thee, 
priest  took  off  ita  hurthen  from  each  soul ; 
or  our  past  sins  we  have  had  absolution, 
ad  for  all  those  this  enterprise  ma;  coat  us ; 
he  holy  saciament  have  we  received, 
nd  we  are  ready  for  the  path  of  death. 

MABT. 

srrible  preparation  1 

XOaiTHER. 

This  midnight 
'e  shall  possess  the  castle — of  whose  keys 
am  already  master ;  they  who  watch  tiiee 
lal]  sleep  once  and  for  ever ;  from  thy  chamber 
!yself  will  hear  thee ;  and  that  no  tongue  may  tell 
liat  any  eye  beheld,  no  living  soul 
lall  witness  to  the  morrow  of  that  night. 

IfABT. 

nd  Drury — Faulet — my  stern  prison -keepers  ? 
hink  you  they  will  not  he  beforehand  with  you  ? 


bey  '11  be  the  first  to  fall  beneath  my  dagger. 

HAsr. 
Heavens,  your  uncle  I 


UXR1    STTART. 


MOIIITXEH. 

I  will  murder  bim. 


Oh,  bloody  horror  I 


i 


J        .^Hibsolutioa 
Beforehand  for  all  deei  3  worst  of  horrors 

JTo  more  appals  me. 

What  a,  savage  firenzy '. 

MOBTniXB. 

If  the  lot  to  stab  Elizabeth  falla  to  me, 
ni  do  it  -,  I  have  sworn  it  on  the  host. 

MAST. 

Kever  for  me  shall  flow  such  streams  of  blood ! 

MOBTUfSB. 

Whose  blood,  whose  life  is  anythiag  to  me, 
Weigh'd  with  thy  life,  thy  love  ?     Nay,  let  the  earth 
Lurch  &om  its  moorings,  and  a  second  deluge 
Sweep  all  things  breathing  back  into  one  chaos. 
Ere  I  for^o  my  purpose  1  ere  I  lose  thee 
Let  unireisal  doom  seize  the  whole  world  I 
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MABT. 

lerciful  Heaven  !  what  words  and  what  a  look — 
'error  and  shame  creep  like  a  palsy  o^er  me. 

MOBTDCEB. 

ife's  but  a  moment,  death  is  but  another. 
set  me  be  dragg'd  to  Tyburn,  limb  from  limb 
iet  their  hot  pincers  tear  me, — ^what  care  I  ? 
•o  first  I  may  but  clasp  thee — 

KABT. 

Traitor — ^back  1 

MOBTIHEB. 

Jpon  thy  breast— from  thy  love-breathing  lip 

MABT. 

n  the  name  of  God — ^release  me — let  me  go  ! 

MOBTIMZB. 

^ay,  he  is  mad  who  clutches  not  the  bliss 
^ate  gives  into  his  grasp.     I  'U  set  thee  free ; 
Vnd  if  it  cost  a  thousand  lives,  I'll  free  thee. 
'.  We  sworn  it,  and  I  '11  do  it ;  but  as  God  lives 
[{ I  rescue  thee  I  will  possess  thee  too. 

KABT. 

Ul  holy  saints  and  angels  save — defend  me  ! 
Terrible  destiny  I  how  am  I  flimg 


HUT  anuML' 


f^^nn  oneat^BBtORDoth^rl    Was  I  bora 

To  inspire  uoaght  bat  freoMj  ?    Are  bate  and  Ion 

Banded  alike  agunBt  me  ?     Sir,  bave  menj — 


Yea,  fiercely  aa  men  bate,  do  I  lore  thee  I 
They'll  murder  thee,  with  tfae  sharp  ahearing  KK 
They'll  sever  that  delicate  throat  bo  danUng  irtiito; 
Oh,  give  thou  to  the  god  of  joy — to  love— 
What  bloody  hate  will  chum  for  sacrifice  I 
With  thy  warm  beauty — thine  no  more,  but  death's— 
Bless,  while  thou  canst,  the  slave  that  worshipa  thee: 
With  the  ehining  threads  of  thy  golden,  glossy  hair. 
Bind  thou  in  everlasting  chains  my  soul. 

KABT. 

Must  I  hear  this,  and  bear  it'     Sir,  my  misery 
Should  make  me  sacred  to  you;  my  great  misery, 
If  not  my  royal  blood,  should  you  respect. 

MOItTOIEB. 

The  crown  is  fallen  from  thy  browj  no  majesty 
Of  earthly  pow'r  enshrines  thee  now  ;  yet  speak 
One  royal  bidding  more,  and  call  me  (hine — 
Thy  servant — thy  preserver !     Nought  remains  to  the 
But  thy  sweet  beauty's  might  of  loveliness. 
That  bids  me  dare  and  venture  all  things  for  it — 
That  drives  me  willingly  to  the  foot  of  the  block 


MART  8T0AHT. 


MART. 

Tio  aliftll  deliver  me  from  my  deliverer? 


desperate  service  claiina  a  desperate  meed, 
te  wherefore  doth  the  hero  spill  his  blood  ? 
live  is  not  the  highest  joy  of  life, 
t.  is  he  mad  that  gives  his  life  for  nothing. 
fore  I  die  I  'II  sleep  upon  thy  heart — 

HABT. 

nust'  call  out  for  help  against  this  man— 
f  only  friend  I 

XDRTIXBB. 

Thou  art  not  cold  and  hard ; 
he  world  has  never  held  thee  for  unpelding. 
lie  Italian  Rizzio  didst  thou  lift  to  heaven, 
od  that  dark  Bothwell  clasp'd  thee  in  his  arms. 


He  waa  thy  tyrant ;  fear 
p*n  more  than  love  did  yield  thee  up  to  him  ; 
iien,  if  by  terror  thoii  mayst  yet  be  won, 
f  the  God  of  heaven  and  hell — 

MAST. 

Peace,  madman,  peace  '■ 


Before  tne  shalt  tliou  tremble — 

EEHNXOT  (rHMnff  m). 

Theyoome!  tbeyo 
They  are  at  hand — arm'd  men ;   the  park  ii  fbD  if 
them! 

koshheb. 
Oh,  fear  not ;  I  '11  defend  thee. 


Save  me. 
Save  me  from  him !     Oh,  miserable,  whither 
Shall  I  txirn  for  refuge — seek  for  shelter  ? 
luBuIt  and  violence  here,  and  yonder  death. 

[^She  faiitU.     Hiinkah  carria  her  Old.      FaCUI  W 
DncRT  riak  in.     Amied  mm  cruM  (Ac  itagt  iU^ 


Close  al]  the  gates,  and  pull  the  drawbridge  up ! 

StOItTIUI'lR- 

Why,  how  now,  imcle ! 

Where  is  the  murderess? 
Hence  with  her,  down  to  the  deepest  dungeon  vault. 


Speak — say — what  haa  befallen  ? 


8c.  1.  '  MART  STUABT.  339 

PAX7LET. 

The  queen !  the  queen ! 
Accursed  blow — devilish  design  I  the  queen ! 

MOBTDIEB. 

The  queen !  which  queen  ? 

PAULBT. 

England's  Elizabeth ; 

She  ha^  been  murder'd  on  the  road  to  London  ! 

[He  rushes  out, 

M0BTI3CER. 

Am  I  gone  mad  ? — came  there  not  even  now 

One  by  me  crying  out  *  The  queen  is  murder'd  V 

Nay,  but  I  dream  ;  a  sudden  fever  fit 

Brings  that  as  palpable  truth  before  my  senses. 

With  whidi  the  swarming  thoughts  of  my  soul  are  full. 

Who  comes  ? — O'Kelly ;  his  aspect 's  full  of  terror. 


[Enter  O'Kbllt. 


o'kkllt. 
Fly,  Mortimer,  fly !     All 's  lost ! 

MOBTIMEB. 

What's  lost? 

0*KELLT. 

Be  brief 
In  questioning,  and  think  of  present  means  of  flight. 


HUT  sntAn. 


That  madman  jSavage  struck  the  blow. 
Then  it  U  trae  ? 

O'XBU.T. 

Trie,  trae,  and  therefore  Sy. 

HOBUMItB. 

She  'a  dead !  and  Mary  mounts  the  throne  of  England 

o' KELLY. 

Dead !  who  has  eaid  ao  ? 


UORTIUKR. 

Thou  thyself,  this  instaat 


OKELLT. 

She  lives ;  and  thou,  and  I,  and  all  of  us 
Are  dead ! 

MIRTURB. 

She  lives! 


Th'  accurs'd  knife  glanced  asid 
And  Shrewsbury  seised  it  &om  the  wretch's  baud. 
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MORTIMER. 


She  lives ! 


o'h'KrXY. 


To  doom  ua  to  ten  tbouHand  tortures ! 
Come,  come, — the  park's  already  guarded  round. 


MORTIMER. 

Who  did  this  goodly  work  ? 

o'kkllt. 

The  Barnabite 
From  Toulon ;  he  that  was  with  us  in  the  chapel. 
And  lost  in  thought  sat  listening,  while  the  priest 
Read  out  the  anathema,  wherewith  the  pope 
Had  excommunicated  England's  queen. 
He  thought  to  find  a  readier,  shorter  way. 
With  one  bold  blow  to  free  the  Church  from  thrall. 
Or  seize  the  crown  of  martyrdom  himself ; 
To  the  priest  alone  he  utter'd  his  design, 
Which  on  the  London  road  he  meant  t'  accomplish. 

MORTIMER  (nfler  a  long  pause). 

Oh,  thou  art  hunted  by  a  pitiless  fate. 

Thou  hapless  one ! — now  must  thou  die  indee<l ; 

For  thy  own  angel  has  prepared  thy  ruin. 


■UAIIY   SirAIIT. 


Say,  whither  wilt  thou  fly  ?     To  Scotland  f ; 

Tu  the  heather  hills  and  black  pine  woods  for  reftigt. 


Fly,  and  may  God  be  with  thee  in  thy  flight!  ^^ 
I  stay — something  may  yet  be  tried  to  aave  her, 
If  not,  I  can  lie  down  and  die  upon  her  bier. 


END   OF   THB   THIHD   ACT. 
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ACT    IV. 

Scene  I. 

1  rooni  m  the  Palace,  London,    Enter,  meeting.  Count  D^AvBSSPiNBy 

Kent,  and  Leigesteb. 

d'avbespine. 

How  fares  her  gracious  majesty  ?    My  lords. 
You  see  me  fiU'd  with  terror  and  dismay. 
How  fell  this  out  ?     What  1  in  the  very  midst 
Of  her  loving  subjects ! 

LEICESTER. 

Ay^  sir,  but  it  fell  out 
Through  a  subject  of  your  king's.   The  ruffian 's  French. 

d'aubespine. 
Some  wretched  madman-- 

KENT. 

No^  my  lord^  no  madman ; 
But  a  papist. 

[^Enter  Bublbioh,  speaking  to  Davison. 

B17BLEIGH. 

Let  the  sentence  be  forthwith 
Produced  ;  the  seal  appended.     When  't  is  ready, 


UAUY    fTITAln 


Lot  it  lie  brought  for  the  rjneeti's  ^^igii^ture* 
Go — lose  no  time. 


It  shall  be  doDC,  mj  lord. 


My  lord,  with  the  truest  he»rt  of  loyal  friendithipf 
I  share  the  joy  of  your  whole  laud  ;  and  praise 
The  Heavens  that  have  parried  the  fmil  bhiw 
And  saved  that  sacred  head. 


We  praise  Heaven,  sir, 
That  it  has  brought  our  treacherous  fues  tx>  shame. 


God's  curse  alight  upon  the  caitiff  murderer ! 

BURLEIOH. 

Yea,  on  the  murderer  and  the  deviser  too. 

D'AUBKSriSF.. 

My  Lord  High  Alarshal,  may  I  be  bold  to  crave 
That  you  "11  conduct  me  to  her  majesty  ? 
That  at  her  royal  feet  I  lay  my  duty. 
And  my  lord  and  master's  hearty  gratulations. 


Sc.  1.  MABT  STUART.  345 

Bl'RLEIGH. 

Oh,  my  good  lord,  you  may  spare  yourself  the  paius. 

d'aubkspink. 
Sir,  I  do  know  the  privilege  of  my  duty. 

BlRLKIGn. 

It  shall  be  well,  that,  at  your  speediest. 
You  carry  it  out  of  England. 

d'aubespine. 

How  shall  I 
Understand  vou,  sir  ? 

BUIlLEIOn. 

Briefly,  my  lord.     Your  oflice 
Shields  you  to-day ;  to-day  you  are  inviolate. 
For  your  high  office's  sake,  but  not  to-morrow. 

•  d'acbespi^k. 

The  right  of  a  PVench  ambassador,  my  lord — 

BUBLKIOn. 

Will  not  excuse  high  treason,  sir. 

KENT   AXD  LEICESTER. 

How  now  I 

D^AUBESPIXE. 

I^rd  Burleigh,  have  a  care — 


[ 


WART   STDAHT. 


Count  d'Aubespine,  a  jna, 
Sign'd  by  ynur  hand,  was  found  upon  the  mtirderBT. 


DACBESPIHB. 

That  may  be  true — what  then  ? 
I  do  not  know  the  liearts  and  thoughts  of  those 
For  whom  I  daily  sign  a  hundred  passes. 


The  villain  at^  at  your  house. 

d'aubbspikf^ 

My  house  is  opec— 

BCSLBUIH. 

To  all  the  enemieH  of  England. 

D'AITBEaPrHK. 

I  demand 
Enqiury  into  this  matter, 

BUKLKIGB. 

Sir,  believe  me 
T  were  best  you  let  it  pass. 


I 
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d'acbespixb. 

Not  80 ;  in  me 
The  faith  of  my  royal  master  is  attainted ; 
This  scarce  will  solder  our  new  ties  of  amity. 

BURLEIGS. 

The  queen,  sir,  hath  already  cast  them  from  her ; 

England  will  not  ally  herself  with  France. 

My  Lord  of  Kent,  to  you  it  now  belongs 

Safe  convoy  to  afiFord  Count  d'Aubespine. 

The  furious  mob  have  storm'd  his  house,  and  found 

An  arsenal  of  weapons  stored  therein. 

Their  threats  are  loud  ;  and  should  he  show  himself 

He  '11  scarce  'scape  outrage.     You  must  answer  for  him. 

d'aubespine. 

I  shall  depart,  lords,  from  your  lawless  land. 
Where  mobs  tread  under  foot  the  rights  of  kings, 
And  the  people  make  a  jest  of  the  prince's  plight. 
But  be  ye  sure  of  this,  my  king  will  have 
A  bloody  reckoning  for  this  contumely. 

BUBLEieH. 

Let  him  come  for  it,  sir, — it  shall  not  fail  him. 

[Rveunt  Kent  and  D'Aubkspink. 

LEICESTER. 

Thus  with  one  hand  you  violently  tear 

The  bond,  that  with  the  other  you  'd  scarce  knit  up 


So  buaily.     Your  pains,  my  UaA,  ue  bardlj 

Worth  Eoglaad's  thaoka. 


My  purpooe,  sir,  wugotd; 
It  fares  not  ill  with  those  who  dare  say  that. 


Now  must  we  look  for  the  myHterious  beariog 

Of  Cecil,  hunting  out  conspiracies; 

Now  shall  your  lurtlship  reap  a  good  fat  harvent 

Of  the  kind  you  love.     A  desperate  deed  is  done, 

And  daikut-as  mantles  up  the  doer.     Now 

Sball  we  have  a  bloodier  than  Spain's  Inquisition: 

And  words,  and  looks,  and  thoughts  be  sternly  dragg'J 

To  your  tribunal ;  for  indeed  you  are 

A  mighty  man !  an  Atlas !  on  whose  shoulders 

All  England  sits. 


And  yet,  I  freely  own  you 
My  ina-ster,  my  good  lord  ;  for  8ucb  a  victory 
Ah  that  your  cunning  yesterday  achieved 

Ne'er  graced  my  best  endeavour. 

LEICKGTKR. 

M'hat  meiuiK  that ': 


Sc.   1.  HAKT  STUART.  349 

I 

BURLEIGH. 

Indeed  't  was  politic,  behind  my  back. 

To  coax  and  wheedle,  till  to  Fotheringay 

You  lured  the  queen,  our  ever-honour'd  mistress — 

LEICESTER. 

Or  to  your  face  had  been  the  same  to  me. 

BTTRLEIGH. 

The  gracious  queen  you  led  to  Fotheringay — 
Yet,  no,  indeed — she  graciously  led  you. 

LEICESTEB. 

Sir,  I  suppose  your  riddle  has  some  meaning  ? 

BUBLEien. 
A  proper  part,  too,  was  she  made  to  play. 
A  noble  triumph  had  you  there  prepared  for  her. 
Good  queen !  that  ever  such  a  shameless  cheat 
Should  have  been  practised  on  her  easiness ! 
Therefore  were  gentleness  and  pity  commendable. 
And  policy  fit  but  to  wait  on  them. 
Therefore  was  Mary  Stuart  so  weak  a  foe ; 
Alack  I  she  was  but  worthy  of  contempt. 
Not  the  high  honour  of  a  mortal  sentence. 
'T  was  a  good  plot,  and  wrought  to  a  good  point. 
Only  so  fine  and  sharp  that  the  point  broke. 
That  was  a  pity ! 


Follow  me  to  the  queen '. 
Before  ber  will  I  answer  you,  false  lord. 

Naj,  I  will  meet  you  there,  and  look  to 't  well. 
Your  charm  of  ready  speech  fail  you  not  then; 
Vou  '11  find  some  need  for  it,  believe  me. 

[Rett  BurlkK 


I  'm  betray'd— 
Discover'd  ;  he  has  hit  upon  my  track. 
Accursed  spy  1  what  if  he  've  proof  against  me  ? 
If  once  the  queen  shall  know  the  secret  bond 
Twixt  me  and  Mary  Stuart ! — hell,  what  a  ruin 
Yawns  at  my  feet !  how  shall  she  then  remember 
The  luckless  counsel  that  to  FotJieringay 
Led  her  ?    Why,  what  a  villain,  what  a  slave 
Of  guilt  and  treachery,  shall  she  then  esteem  me  ? 
The  mock,  the  scorn,  the  sport  of  her  hated  rival 
Has  she  been  made  through  me.    Oh,  never,  never. 
Can  that  be  cancell'd ;  all  will  seem  to  have  been 
Prepared,  made  ready  beforehand,  for  that  scene. 
The  black  and  bitter  course  of  their  conference, 
The  poison'd  taunts  of  her  triumphant  victim, 
Yea,  ev'n  the  murderous  stroke  that  follow'd  them, 
All,  all,  shall  I  be  held  th'  inventor  of — 
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f  can  save  me  from  perdition — nothing. 
•w  !  who  comes  ? 

[£Mer  MoBTiincB. 

MOBTIMEB. 

You  are  the  man  I  seek — 
alone? 

LEICE8TEB. 

Hence,  wretch  !  what  seek'st  thou  here  ? 

MORTIMER. 

discover'd — tliey  are  on  our  track — 
s  too— therefore  save  yourself! 

IXICESTKR. 

Avaunt ! 

MORTIMKR. 

The  secret  meetings  at  Count  d*AiiheHpine*8 
wn  of. 

LKICKSTRR. 

What  is  it  to  me  ?  wilt  leave  iiw  ? 

MORTIMKR. 

the  munlerer,  was  one  of  the  band. 

LEICKJ^TKR. 

't,  and  answer  it — 't  is  none  of  mine, 
what  teirst  thou  nie  of  thy  perilous  case, 
f  accursed  secrets  to  thyself  I 


MART  STUART. 


This  touches  you,  my  lord — 


I 


Qet  thee  to  bell  I 
Nor  hang  like  au  unlaid  ghost  about  my  path. 
Cret  hence  !     I  know  thee  not — I  hold  no  fellowship 
With  stabbers. 

HOBTIltEE. 

Listen— I  warn  yon — listen  yet; 
Vour  secret  steps  are  known  and  counted — 


HOBTDCtB. 

To  Fotheringay  sped  the  Lord  High  Treasurer 
Soon  as  the  accursed  blow  had  fail'd ;  the  chambet 
Of  the  queen  was  diligently  search'd,  and  there 
Waa  found — 

LEICESTICn. 

What— what  ? 


From  her  to  yoi 


MnRTIIfKR. 

A  yet  unfinish'd  letter 


LEICESTEB. 

Ob,  fatal  woman ! 
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XOBTDtKR. 

Wherein 
She  doth  beseech  you  to  hold  faith  with  her, 
KvuewB  the  promise  of  her  hand  to  you, 
Reminds  you  of  her  picture  that  you  have — 

lAIOCBTRR. 

Death  and  damnation ! 

MORTIMKR. 

Burleigh  haa  the  letter. 

uicxnxa. 
Ruin  fa«A  caught  me ! 

uoanxsa. 
Yet  ifl  this  moment  youra. 
Be  once  beforehand  with  the  fate  that  threatens  you. 
Save  her,  and  save  yoiuielf ;  swear,  swear  all  down ; 
Bethink  you  of  all  pleas,  make  dangers  serve  you. 
I  can  no  more — our  weapomt  are  all  scatter'd. 
Oar  band  dLtpersed — to  Scotland  I,  to  raise 
Another  host  of  frieods.    Work  you  the  while. 
See  what  your  favour  and  hold  front  can  do. 

LKtCKn-KR. 

Yta,  you  say  welL     I  will— what  ho,  there,  officer '. 

[EkUt m  Ottkkx  nr  thk  Qckkj'h  Hi  ^ki 

AriMt  that  traitor !  and  in  rttict  ward  k>rep  him 


ll&RY    8TUABT. 


A  vile  cODSpiracy  have  I  lighted  on. 

The  news  of  which  I  straight  bear  to  the  queen. 


I 


Dastardly  traitor  1  yet  am  I  rightly  served 
WTio  laid  a  nohle  trust  on  such  a  wretch : 
He  sets  his  foot  upon,  my  neck,  to  spring. 
And  my  dead  body  bridges  o'er  Ms  ruin. 
So  save  thyself,  most  miserable  man ! 
My  lips  ahall  not  be  cpen'd  to  betray  thee ; 
Not  ev'n  in  death  would  I  have  thee  for  fellow, 
And  life  IB  the  sole  good  of  such  as  thou. 

[_To  the  Guard*,  vAo  appn»ii 
What  wouldst  thou,  thou  poor  slave  of  tyramiy? 
I  am  not  thine,'  but  free. 

[Heii-aiatH 

OFFICEB. 

Ha !  seize  him  ; 
He 's  arm'd !  he  hath  a  dagger  I 

MimTIKKE, 

Free !  and  freely 
In  this  my  latest  hour  shall  my  soul  speak. 
My  curse  upon  ye  all  I  who  your  God  and  queen 
Alike  deny ;  who  to  the  heavenly 
And  the  earthly  Mary  traitors  are  alike  ; 
Who  to  this  bastard  queen  your  souls  have  sold — 
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OFPICBR. 

Hence  with  the  ribald  railer !  hence  with  him. 

MOBIDCEB. 

Beloved,  ah,  beloved !  I  may  not  save  thee, 
Kut  lovers  last  ooungel  in  my  death  I  leave  thee ; 
<  ^b,  holy  Queen  of  Heaven  receive  me !  pray  for  me ! 


SCEBE  2. 

TV  Qmtm^s  ckamber.    EnUr  Euzabeth,  fuUowed  bf  BrmLEiGH ;  tkf 

kuldia  itUerm  her  hamd. 

ELIZABKTH. 

What,  fLKiFd  to  such  a  height !  what,  aVLch  a  game 
To  play  with  me!  with  nie!  in  trtocheroiis  triumph 
To  It^ad  me  as  a  show  for  his  wantun*s  mirth  ! 
Did  any  woman  eVr  endure  such  outrage? 

BrRLEIGH. 

Yet  can  I  not  conceive  what  art,  what  might, 
What  magic  he  employ 'd,  the  keener  sense 
Of  my  gracious  mistress  so  to  hoodwink. 

FJJZABKTH. 

Mience . 
I  burst  with  rage  and  shame !  his t«jol — hiA  pupf^t ! 
I  went  to  humble  her,  and  was  myi«elf 
The  football  of  her  soom. 

A  A   2 


8U  MABT   STDAHT. 

BCSLBieH. 

Now  may  your  majestj 
Perceive,  the  counsel  that  I  gave  was  wholesome. 


Yea,  yea,  I  Bmart  right  sorely  for  not  tnisting  it; 
For  turning  from  your  v^ise  and  faithful  teaching. 
Yet  how  could  I  doubt  Mm  ?  how  in  the  vows 
Of  truest  love  and  service  spy  out  snares  ? 
Whom  shall  I  dare  to  trust  when  Leicester's  false  ? 
He  that  I  've  made  greater  than  the  greatest  here : 
That  nearest  to  my  heart  and  person  stood ; 
Whom  I  have  taught  this  court  to  look  upon 
Ab  its  lord  and  prince — in  all  but  name  a  king. 


And  he  the  while  repaid  you,  by  betraying 
Your  love  and  trust  for  this  fair  Queen  of  Scots. 

EIJZABST&. 

She  shall  pay  it  with  her  blood  I  fair  Queen  of  Scots  \ 
Is  the  sentence  ready  ? 

BimLEIGH. 

Ay,  so  please  you,  madam. 


4 


She  shall  die,  and  he  shall  see  it ;  and  die  himself 
After ;  from  out  my  breast  I  Ve  tum'd  him  forth. 


...iita 
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And  the  love  I  bore  him ;  fuiy  hath  fiird  his  place. 
As  high  as  his  pow'r  and  favour  were^  so  deep 
Shall  be  his  downfall  and  disgrace ;  he  shall  be 
A  fearful  token  of  my  wrath  henceforth. 
As  hitherto  the  object  of  my  weakness. 
To  the  Tower  with  him  I     I  will  name  the  peers 
Who  presently  shall  judge  him.     I  give  him  over 
To  the  law's  utmost  rigour. 

BURLBieH.] 

Oh,  doubt  not,  madam, 
That  he  will  seek  to  clear  himself — 

BUZABBIH. 

How  ?  how  ? 
Doth  not  this  letter  impeach  and  sentence  him  ? 
This  treason  blinds  one  in  the  eyes.     Here,  read  it  I 

BUBLEIGH. 

But  you  are  mild  and  merciful ;  and  he 

Hath  spells  in  his  looks,  and  witchcraft  in  his  words. 

ELIZABETH. 

I  will  not  see  him !  never,  never  again ! 

Have  you,  my  lord,  given  order  when  he  comes 

He  shall  be  denied  our  presence  ? 


BURLEIGH. 

Madam,  I  have. 


MAUT    ST  DA  It' 


k  TAfif.   {annmmrmin 
The  Earl  of  Li/icetiter  I 


Insolent  villain !  nliat? 
Bid  bim  pock ;  we  will  not  sec  him,  tell  Liu  so; 
ISid  him  get  henoe. 

So  please  your  gracious  majestr, 
I  dare  not  answer  bo  the  earl,  for  he 
Would  not  believe  me. 


ELIZABSTH. 

Is  it  come  to  this  ? 
I  've  made  this  man  ho  big,  that  my  own  servant 

Canniit  see  me  for  him. 


Dost  hear,  the  queen 


Forbids  the  earl'n  approach  5 


And  yet,  if  't  were  so— 
If  he  could  clear  himself — Burleigh,  bow  think  you  ? 
lii  it  impossible  but  this  might  be 
An  evil  snare  of  the  Scottish  woman  yonder, 
To  make  me  banish  tlie  truest  friend  I  have  ? 
She  is  a  cunning  plotter  and  contriver. 
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-And  it  may  be  that  she  hath  ¥rrit  all  tMs 
To  sow  distraction  in  my  mind^  and  pluck 
His  ruin  on  his  head,  because  he  hates  her. 
Tt  may  be  ? 

BUBLEIOU. 

Gracious  madam,  it  might  be,  but  yet  — 

[Leicesteb  throws  open  the  door  and 

enters  haughtily* 

LEICESTEB. 

Let  me  behold  that  brave  bold  man  that  dares 
Forbid  me  the  presence  of  my  sov'reign  lady. 


ELIZABETH. 

Audacious ! 

LEICESTER. 

What,  not  see  me  !  send  me  hence ! 
Shall  Burleigh  stand  where  I  am  not  admitted  ? 


BUULEIGH, 

You  are  overdaring,  sir,  to  rush  in  thus, 
ForW ! 

LEICESTEB. 

You  are  overdaring,  sir,  to  speak 
Until  you  're  bid.     Forbid — forbid — forsooth  ! 
Who  in  this  court  bids  or  forbids  me  ?  who 
But  thou,  dear  mistress,  from  whose  lips  alone- 


an)  UARV    STt'ART.  Ae 

KLIKADRTH.  H 

f  )Tit  of  my  sight,  thou  poisonous  traitor !  ^| 

LRtCESTEIt. 

No! 

Not  thou,  dear  mistrees,  speakest  to  thy  servant ; 
This  lord  here  prompts  thy  ang^y  words — in  vain ; 
To  tliee,  dear  mistress,  I  appeal  against  him; 
To  Mm  thou  hast  lent  thine  ear — to  me 
Deny  it  not,  oh  sovereign  queen  of  my  soul  I      I 

ELIZIHBTH. 

Speak,  villain  !  and  heap  up  thy  treacJjery 
With  perjury.     Deny  his  charge ! 

LRICESIBR. 

But,  first, 
Before  I  speak,  bid  him  begone.     My  lord. 
What  to  my  queen  I  come  to  say  shall  have 
No  ear  but  hers.     Go — 

RUZABKTH. 

Stay,  I  command  you ! 


LEICBBTKR. 

WLat  makes  a  third  'twixt  thee  and  me,  dear 
We  pray  not  Heaven  for  standera  by  to  hear. 
The  right  and  privilege  of  my  place  I  claim, 
The  right  and  privilege  of  thy  counsellors, 
And  say  again,  this  listening  lord  shall  hence. 
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ELIZABETH. 

Why  thy  bold  speech  becomes  thy  towering  treason. 

LEICESTER. 

It  becomes  one  made  fortunate  by  thy  fisivour. 
And  who,  how  small  soe'er  himself,  is  lifted 
By  that  alone  Tbove  him  and  all  the  world. 
Thy  grace  hath  given  me  all  the  pride  I  have. 
And  what  thy  grace  hath  given  my  life  shall  keep ; 
And  so  by  Heaven  this  man  shall  hence,  nor  dare 
To  stand  another  moment  'twixt  us  twain. 

ELIZABETH. 

He  thinks  to  talk  himself  again  into  favour. 

LEICESTER. 

No,  I  leave  talking  to  whose  trade  it  is ; 

Yet  to  thy  heart  will  I  speak.     What  I  have  done, 

Strong  in  thy  gracious  favour,  I  '11  make  good 

And  justify ;  for  in  thy  bosom  sits 

The  judge  whose  sentence  I  acknowledge. 

ELIZABETH. 

Traitor ! 
I  have  no  thought  but  cries  out  guilty  on  thee — 
Show  him  that  letter. 

BTJBLEIOH. 

Here,  my  lord. 


MART    STPART. 


la  Mary  Stuart's— 


KLUEABETH. 

Stop  thy  mouth  with  that  I 

UUOESTEB.  H 

I  own  this  shows  agninst  me;  yet  well  I  hopCi 
The  trial  of  my  faith  stands  not  on  shows. 

BLUABKTB. 

Come,  then,  with  that  in  thy  band,  sweat  traitor. 
That  thou  wast  not  in  secret  league  with  her, 
Ne'er  hadst  her  picture,  never  awor'at  to  free  her. 

LRICE3TEB. 

Why,  it  were  easy,  madam,  were  I  guilty. 
To  thrust  this  witness  of  my  foes  aside  ; 
But  as  my  heart  is  free,  I  do  not  fear 
To  own  (how  strange  soe'er  it  seem)  that  she 
Hath  writ  the  truth. 

KLIZADETn. 

Indeed !  oh,  hath  she  so ! 

BDRLBIaH. 

Out  of  his  own  mouth  he 's  condemn'd. 


Sc.   2.  MART   STUABT.  363 


ELIZABETH. 

Hence  with  Lim 
To  the  Tower  !  thou  traitorous  villain ! 


LEI0E8TEB. 

I  am  none. 
That  I  have  held  this  thing  a  secret  from  you, 
Therein,  perchance,  I  've  sinn'd ;  yet  as  the  stake 
Was  to  liu-e  on  your  rival  to  her  ruin, 
I  thought  close  counsel  best  till  the  game  was  won. 

ELIZABETH. 

Oh,  miserable  juggler ! 

BUBLEIGH. 

How,  my  lord ! 

LEICESTEB. 

A  bold  cast  have  I  ventured,  and  well  know 

Leicester  alone  in  all  this  land  durst  tempt  it ; 

The  world  has  not  to  learn  to-day,  the  hatred 

I  bear  to  Mary  Stuart ;  the  rank  I  hold. 

And  the  queen's  trust  in  me,  challenge  some  faith, 

And  something  weigh  'gainst  the  doubt  that  questions 

me; 
And  't  was  no  less  than  that  man's  duty  she 
Had  with  her  favour  glorified,  to  find 
A  way  none  other  dared  have  tried  to  serve  her. 


Why  V 


MUIT    SrrABT. 


i  a  work  a  mystery  ? 


f 


LKTCKSTEK. 

My  lord,  we  know  it  is  your  wont  to  preface 
Your  doing  with  much  saying ;  't  is  not  mine. 
You  sound  the  trumpet  still  to  your  oft-n  de-eds, 
And  ring  your  bell  before  you — that 's  your  taahioo 
I  act  before  I  epeak. 

BDBUJQII. 

[  think,  indeed, 
Your  speaking  now  is  sore  against  your  will. 


With  right  good  will  you  've  spoken  your  great  doings 

Wonderful  judgment  1  the  queen,  our  mistress'  safetr. 

The  treason  of  her  foes,  all  have  you  seen, 

And  done,  and  known,  for  nothing  sure  outruns. 

Or  lurks  behind,  your  lynx-eyed  vigilance. 

Yet,  despite  thee,  poor  boasting  gentleman. 

This  day  had  Mary  Stuart  been  set  free. 

Had  not  I  hinder'd  it 


I,  my  lord. 
The  queen  was  pleased  to  trust  one  Mortimer; 


L 
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To  whom  her  secret  counsels  she  laid  bare ; 

And  went  indeed  so  far^  as  to  beg  of  him 

A  bloody  piece  of  service ;  to  the  which 

His  imcle,  as  you  will  remember,  sir, 

Could  not  be  brought  or  bribed — is  not  this  so  ? 

Say? 

BURLEIGH. 

If  it  were,  't  is  scarce  your  business,  sir. 

LEICESTER. 

But  it  is  so.     Now  then,  my  lord ;  where  were 
Your  thousand  eyes,  that  ne'er  a  one  of  them 
Spied  out  this  Mortimer  for  a  pestilent  traitor  ? 
A  raging  papist,  instrument  of  the  Guise, 
And  sold  slave  to  the  Queen  of  Scots  ?  the  chief 
Of  those  who  were  all  sworn  to  set  her  free. 
And  murder  our  gracious  mistress  ? 


ELIZABETH. 

Mortimer  1 


LEICESTER. 

Through  him  were  her  overtures  first  made  to  me ; 
And  so  I  learnt  to  know  him  what  he  was. 
To-day — this  very  hour — he  had  been  borne  * 
To  prison — ^for  within  this  hour  himself 
Did  liberally  unfold  their  purposes  to  me. 
I  had  him  seized ;  but  in  the  desperate  rage 


of  at       ;  Ilia  good  work  fall  nil  to  pieces. 
And  Lituself  uninnsk'c],  he  madly  xilew  himself. 


uizABinrH. 
■--     "lat  Mortimer— 


4 


For  mine  own  i  could  wish 

He  had  not  ma  liiuiHeif.     His  witDess, 

Had  he  livt'd,  shi  ar'd  me  to  the  utmtwt; 

Thprefore  indeed  I  bauc  lucui  guard  him  ."traitlv. 

I  would  have  had  him  sifted  through  and  throngh 

By  the  most  searching  process  of  the  law. 

So  had  mine  innocence  been  made  apparent. 

How  did  you  say,  my  lord — he  slew  himself? 
Or  he  was  slain  hy  you  ? 

LEICEBTSR. 

Oh,  base  suggestion ! 
Let  the  officer  of  the  watch  be  call'd,  to  show 
I  gave  him  up. 

[Goei  lo  lAe  doer  mdcJk 
Within  there  I 

[Enitr  OmCEB  OP  THK  QCBEK'l  Gcitf- 

To  her  majesty 
Relate  the  process  of  that  Mortimer's  deal*. 


•   S.  MIBT  STTABT.  347 


Being  on  guard,  I  stood  in  the  anteroom, 

^^^len  the  Earl  of  Leicester,  flinging  wide  tLe  doors. 

Bade  me  arrest,  as  guilty  of  hi^  trtra^jn. 

The  man  he  spoke  with — Mortimer.     We  did  .«•» : 

But  ere  we  could  secure  him  or  prevent  it. 

He  drew  his  dagger,  and  in  a  de>perate  frenzy. 

Shrieking  out  curses  'gainst  the  quetrn  and  state. 

He  stabl/d  himself,  and  died  there  where  he  fcIL 

LEICESTER. 

Rnough — you  may  withdraw :  the  queeu  is  ^atisfi'rd. 

[Erit  VTFirr.u. 
RLIZ.iBETH. 

What  an  abyss  of  villainous  treachery ! 


Now«  who  did  save  thee,  guard  thee,  and  defend  th*:tr  ? 
Did  Burleigh  see  tbe  peril  ali  about  thee. 
Ami  turn  away  its  hand  ere  it  had  clutch'd  thee? 
Thy  &ithful  Leicester  was  thy  inianiian  angel. 

BIBLEIOU. 

This  Mortimer  kilTd  himself  in  the  nick  of  tim»- 
For  you,  my  lord — a  most  convenient  caitiff. 

KUZABJlia. 

I  know  not  what  to  say,  for  I  believe  thee — 


And  yet  believe  thee  not     I  think  thee  guilty 


And  then  I  think  it  not     Pernicious  woman  I 
\\'Tio  in  this  web  has  tangled  all  my  mind ! 


Now  must  elie  die ;  now  for  Ler  death  myself 
Do  give  my  voice.     Long  did  I  counsel,  madam, 
That  you  should  leave  imsign'd  the  fatal  warrant. 
At  least  until  again  some  arm  was  raised 
In  her  behalf  against  you.     It  baa  be&llen  ; 
And  now  I  hold  her  sentence  be  fulfiU'd. 


You  counflel  it — ^you  ? 

LEIGK8TEB. 

Even  to  the  Ust 
I  seized  on  the  faintest  shadow  of  excuse. 
That  from  this  dire  extremity  might  save 
The  Heart  of  our  good  mistress ;  but  I  see 
Her  precious  safety  needs  this  bloody  sacrifice ; 
And  I  do  hope,  and  pray,  yea,  and  advise. 
That  judgment  be  forthwith  made  execution. 


His  lordship  is  bo  earnest  in  this  matter. 
That  I  well  hope  your  gracious  majesty 
Will  to  no  other  but  himself  commit 
The  bearing  of  her  doom  to  Mary  Stuart. 


MART  9TDABT. 
LBICBBTRD. 

) — I  ?     What  is 't  you  say 't 

BUBLKiaH. 

You,  my  good  lord. 

could  a  readier  meaas  be  furntsh'd  you 
3lear  the  doubts  that  even  dow  o'ershadow'd 

Bunlight  of  your  truth,  than  that  you  should 
d  her  to  death  whom  you  have  stood  accused 
oving  more  than  might  beseem  your  loyalty. 

RLIZABKni. 

)  a  good  counsel ;  and  we  will  it  so. 

LEICBBTBR. 

hinks  my  rank  might  from  this  gloomy  office 
e  well  absolved  me;  'tis  a  service  fits 
-ousaad  ways  Lord  Ijurleigh  more  than  me  ; 
*  to  the  queen  stands  in  such  honour'd  nea^n<'^u, 
•loody  and  so  black  a  task  beseems  not. 
am  I  nothing  slow  to  show  my  zeal, 
serve  my  dearest  mistress  even  thus. 
11  not  claim  exemption  even  from  this, 
L  from  your  hand  accept  the  hateful  dtity. 

EUZABEIH. 

rleigh,  or  Kent,  shall  share  it  with  you ;  see 
»t  all  things  be  made  ready  for  the  end. 

\K,H  Hrni,Ki 
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[TWmdllwKtkA    Afar  Ahttm^  tf«  Eabl  ot  Ed 
How  aow,  my  lord  of  Kent  P  what  oew  diitnction 
Upheaves  the  city  ?  what  *8  the  maUar  now  ? 


Madam,  the  people  ga^er  round  the  palace. 
Clamouring  to  see  yoor  higfanraa. 


KLIUBETH. 


Fear  has  poesess'd  all  lAmdou  of  your  death ; 

A  thoiLsand  evil  rximoiirs  are  abroad 

That  your  life  is  threaten'd  ;  that  fee'd  uiurderers, 

Sent  by  the  pope,  walk  'mong  your  faithful  subjects. 

The  cry  goes  through  the  streets  that  you  were  stabl'd 

That  the  papists  are  all  sworn  t<^etber — banded — 

The  Scottish  woman  to  set  free  by  force. 

And  make  her  queen ;  so  goes  the  common  voice. 

The  citizens  .are  in  uproar,  and  they  clamour 

For  the  bead  of  ilary  Stuart :  nor  will 

A  lesser  offering  appea«e  their  rage- 


How  I  shall  we  be  compeli'd  to  what  we  will  not? 


They  have  resolved  not  to  disperse  themselves 
Till  they  bave  word  the  sentence  has  been  sigu'd. 


fc.  S.  UART   SmAnT.  3TI 

IRe-enta-  BuilI.JlMn  ami  Datibon  vnth  the  trnteni-e. 
KLIZABKIH. 

Now,  sir^what  's  this  ? 

D  AVISO  N. 

Your  majesty  commanded — 

KUXABKTn  iiakiiig  the  paper). 
What  is  it  ?     0  God ! 

Hear  you  t)ie  people's  voice  ? 
Madam,  that  is  the  voice  of  God. 

KLIZAIIKTH. 

My  lords — 
My  lords — I  am  beyond  all  measure  troubled ! 
Who  shall  assure  me  that  I  hear  indeed 
The  voice  of  my  people  and  the  voice  of  God  I 
I  tell  you,  sire,  I  fear — yea,  I  do  fear — 
If  I  obey  this  voice  that  clamours  to  me. 
Another  voice  some  other  day  to  hear ; 
Nay,  or  perchance  this  same,  this  very  same, 
That  now  doth  loudly  urge  me  to  the  deed, 
MTjen  the  deed  'b  done  as  loudly  shall  condemn  it 

^Enlrr  SHHBWflBvav. 


Madam,  they  drag  you  to  a  desperate  pass. 
Where  yoa  shall  neither  hack  nor  forward  go 


WiOi  safety.    Ob*  be  ated&i^  ud  aiaad  fiim  I 

Or — ia  it  done  ?  ia  it  imroeable  ? 
The  &tal  document  I  see  be  holds; 
But  it  has  not  been  laid  bafbra  the  eyes 
Of  my  gracious  mistnes  yrt? 


0  Shrewsbury! 
Where  shall  I  turn  for  oouneel  ?    They  compel  me— 

■HBxmBITST. 

Compel  you,  madam  I  who  may  dare  compel  yon  ? 
Are  you  not  sovereign  here?    Is  not  your  will 
Paramount  law  ?     Speak,  and  command  to  silence 
Each  insolent  voice,  that  dares  make  itself  heard 
To  urge  your  deed,  or  sway  your  royal  wilL 
A  blind  and  furious  fear  drives  on  the  people; 
Yourself  are  not  yourself;  this  tumult  scares 
Even  your  spirit ;  this  is  no  time  to  judge ! 

RtrELRinn. 
Judgment  is  not  the  question  now,  my  lord ; 
Judgment  is  pass'd  long  since;  'tis  execution 
Of  judgment  now  we  seek. 

KENT  (limhiiig  frnm  the  iriitdov). 

The  crowd  comes  gathetii^: 
A  tide  it  seems,  rolling  its  ridges  in ; 
I  know  not  how  this  surge  shall  be  kept  back. 
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ELIZABETH    (to,  SHBEWSBITBT). 

You  see  how  I  am  driven. 

SHBBWSBUBT. 

Nay,  but  delay 
Is  all  I  ask ;  upon  this  stroke  of  the  pen 
Hang  the  future  peace  and  fortune  of  your  reign. 
Tears  have  not  brought  you  to  determine  on  it ; 
Shall  a  moment^s  storm  and  outcry  counsel  you  ? 
A  short  delay — gather  your  stedfast  purpose. 
And  wait  an  hour  of  quiets 

BUnLEIOH. 

Wait — loiter — linger — 
Till  the  whole  realm  is  red-hot  with  sedition ; 
Till  at  length  your  enemy  strikes  true  at  last. 
Three  times  has  Grod  from  her  hand  delivered  you. 
To-day  it  had  well  nigh  reach'd  you.     Once  again 
To  hope  such  miracle  is  to  tempt  Heaven. 

SHBEWSBITBT. 

That  God  who  with  his  wonder-working  hand 

Hath  four  times  led  you  safe  beside  your  doom. 

And  who  to  this  old  arm  to-day  gave  pow'r 

To  beat  your  murderer  down,  deserves  your  tnist. 

I  will  not  now  invoke  the  voice  of  justice ; 

With  this  tempest  in  your  ears  you  could  not  hear  it. 

Bat  hear  you  this :  before  this  living  woman 


You  quail ;  fear  not  the  livitig,  but  the  dead. 
Fear  her  beheaded,  bloody  corpse;  for  tiiat 
Shall  from  the  block  qwiog  up,  and  up  and  down. 
Through  the  whole  land  shall  nin.  Bearing  yon 

kingdom 
Like  an  avenging  gboet — a  devil  of  diBcord — 
And  all  jour  people's  hearts  shall  she  turn  from  yon. 
They  hate  her  now,  becaum  tiiey  're  leamt  to  fear  her, 
But  when  they  fear  her  not,  they  will  avenge  her. 
Ko  more  the  living  enemy  of  their  ^thj 
But  the  murder'd  kinswoman  of  their  kings, 
The  pitiful  sacrifice  of  hate  and  envy. 
Will  they  behold  in  her,  and  pity  her. 
And  quickly  will  you  feel  their  alter'd  mood. 
Hide  then  through  London,  after  executiou 
Is  done  on  her ;  'stead  of  the  loyal  crowds 
Tiiat  still  have  cl.imour'd  welcome  ruun<l  your  way, 
Another  England,  and  another  people, 
Tiien  will  you  find,  I  trow  ;  for  then  no  more 
Shall  the  victorious  righteousness  surround  you 
That  con([uer'd  for  you  all  men's  hearts ;  but  ft-ar, 
I'error,  th'  accursed  guard  of  tyranny, 
Shall  Bhuddering  go  before  you  and  behind, 
And  niiike  your  city's  htret;ts  a  wilderucss. 
Viiu  will  have  struck  a  fatal  blow  indeed  ; 
For  wh<i  filiall  dare  feel  saiV  when  that  uni>iutetl 
v\iid  cniwiied  ]ica<l  has  fallen!' 
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SIJZABKTH. 

Shrewsbury, 
This  day  thou  'st  saved  my  life,  the  murderer's  steel 
Hast  thou  this  day  turn'd  from  me ;  by  Heaven !  I  would 
He  had  struck  home,  and  no  man  hinder'd  him  I 
All  strife  were  ended,  every  doubt  at  rest, 
And  I  were  laid  in  peace  in  my  grave.     I  swear, 
Living  and  reigning  are  a  bitter  burthen, 
And  I  would  well  I  were  well  eased  of  both. 
Must  one  queen  fall  that  the  other  may  stand  fast  ? 
Yea,  yea,  it  must  be  so ;  I  know  it ;  but  wherefore, 
In  Heaven's  name,  should  not  ourselves  strike  under. 
And  give  the  battle  up,  and  let  her  reign  ? 
Let  the  people  choose,  for  I  will  give  them  back 
My  royalty,  and  they  shall  freely  lend  it 
To  whom  they  will.     God  is  my  witness,  lords ! 
Not  for  myself,  but  for  my  people's  welfare. 
Have  I  cared  my  whole  life  long ;  natheless,  perchance. 
They  hope  from  this  fair,  flattering  Queen  of  Scots, 
This  younger  woman,  days  more  prosperous. 
So  be  it !  from  my  throne  I  will  come  down 
Right  readily,  and  turn  me  back  to  Woodstock, 

To  the  abode  of  peace  where  sped  my  youth ; 

There,  far  from  the  evil  strife  of  power,  I  found 

Greatness  within  myself.     'Tis  true,  by  God ! 

I  am  not  fit  to  rule ;  a  ruler's  heart 

Should  be  of  iron,  mine  is  woman  weak. 

Jiitherto  happily  I  've  ruled  this  land  ; 


MART   STUART. 


For  to  make  liMppy  is  aii  easy  t^sk ; 

Not  comes  this  drat  stam  calJ  of  royal  dDi;y, 

And  I  confess  myself  unfit  to  reign. 


By  Heaven !  when  such  a  word  from  the  queen's  lipa 

Falls,  let  my  longer  rilence  be  held  treason — 

Treason  to  duty,  treason  to  England — longer 

To  hold  my  peace.    If^  madam>  as  yon  say. 

And  as  we  all  believe,  you  love  indeed 

Your  people  better  than  youreelf,  now  show  it! 

Turn  not  away  to  the  haven  of  your  peace. 

And  ^ve  the  kingdom  up  to  storm  and  tempest. 

Think  of  our  faith ;  with  Mary  Stuait  comes 

The  ancient  superstition  back  again. 

Again  the  monk  shall  lord  it  o'er  the  land, 

And,  sent  by  Rome,  audacious  legates  come 

To  bar  our  church  doors  up,  and,  from  tbeir  throne. 

Curse  down  our  kings.     Think  of  the  precious  souls 

Of  those  you  rule ;  ev'u  as  you  now  determine, 

So  are  they  lost  or  saved.    This  is  no  time 

For  weakly  woman's  pity ;  your  first  duty 

Is  to  your  people.     Shrewsbury  to-day 

Hn-i  saved  your  highness'  life ;  for  me  remains 

A  task  more  glorious  yet,  'tis  to  save  England. 


I^et  me  be  left  alone ;  in  this  great  matter 
1  find  no  help  nor  comfort  in  your  counsels ; 
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Before  the  Highest  Judge  I  will  debate 

This  business  with  my  soul.     He  will  enlighten  me. 

And  by  His  will  alone  will  I  shape  mine. 

Leave  us,  my  lords. 

[7b  Davisok. 

You,  sir,  remain  at  hand. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Elizabeth  and  Dayison, 

who  stands  at  a  distance, 

ELIZABETH. 

Oh,  slavery  of  kings !  oh,  curse  of  power  1 
Detested  tyranny  of  the  popular  will  1 
How  sick  at  heart  with  weariness  I  am 
Of  flattering  this  gross  god  that  I  despise  I 
When  shall  I  sit  in  freedom  on  my  throne  ? 
>\Tien  may  I  cease  to  beg  opinion's  cheer  ? 
The  *  Well  done ! '  of  the  rabble  rout  to  court  ? 
To  bow  to  this  people,  who,  with  juggler's  tricks, 
Must  still  be  kept  agape,  and  in  good  humour  ? 
'Sdeath  !  he 's  no  king  who  still  is  tied  to  observe 
The  will  of  the  world,  and  set  his  every  act 
To  whatsoever  measure  suits  their  mind. 
Fool  that  I  was,  still  to  deal  uprightly. 
And  all  my  life  the  free  course  of  my  will 
To  bridle  with  their  liking !     Now  dare  I  not 
Do  this  one  deed  of  sov'reignty.     I  cannot 
Move,  for  myself  have  tied  my  own  hands  up ; 
The  pattern  of  my  hitherto  life  condemns  me ; 
And,  for  I  've  still  been  just,  I  still  must  be  so. 


.^78  HABT  OrUART.  AcrlT. 

Had  I  been  bold  and  tynumouB  like  bar. 

My  predecessor,  bloody  Spaniah  Marj, 

Now  might  I  spill  this  royal  blood  unblamed. 

And  none  had  dared  to  whisper.    Not  of  my  own 

Free  will  chose  I  this  narrow  path  of  duty. 

Nor  willingly  walked  nnsweryingly  therein* 

All  powerful  necessity,  that  rules 

The  wild  waves  of  the  stormy  sea,  compels 

The  will  of  kings,  and  laid  this  virtue  on  me. 

Hemm'd  round  with  bitter  foes,  the  people^s  &vour 

Alone  upholds  me  on  my  dangerous  seat ; 

Whilst  to  mine  overthrow  are  sworn  a  thousand 

Enemies  from  without  and  from  within. 

Upon  my  head  the  Roman  priest  has  pour'd 

The  scorching  curse  of  excommimication  ; 

France,  with  a  smiling  Judas  kiss  betrays  me ; 

And  open  threatening  of  huge  armaments 

The  Spaniard  brings  against  me  on  the  sea. 

80  stand  I  here  a  weaponless,  weak  woman. 

Fighting  against  a  world  !     With  royal  virtues 

Must  I  cloak  o'er  my  thin  and  threadbare  claim  ; 

The  flaw  in  my  birthright,  and  the  bitter  slur 

By  my  own  father  cast  upon  my  blood, 

I  cannot  hide— my  rival's  eager  hate 

Hath  stript  it  naked  to  the  world,  and  held  it. 

An  everhistiug  blot,  up  to  mine  eyes. 

Nay,  but  this  fear  shall  end.     Her  head  shall  fall. 

1  will  have  peace,  by  God  I     I  t^wear  I  will. 
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She  is  the  fury  of  my  life — a  spectre 

WTiose  shadow  stands  for  ever  in  my  sunlight 

\ATiere  I  have  sown  a  flowering  joy  to  cheer  me, 

She,  the  accursed  snake,  crawls  from  beneath  it 

My  lover  hath  she  stol'n  from  me — my  bridegroom 

Driven  hence — each  several  plague  and  smart  of  my  life 

Calls  itself  Mary  Stuart    She  shall  die  I 

And  I  will  be  as  free  as  mountain  air ! 

With  what  a  deadly  scorn  she  look'd  upon  me. 

As  though  her  eyes  could  fell  me  to  the  earth. 

Impotent  fool !     I  carry  deadlier  weapons. 

That,  touching  thee,  shall  smite  thee  into  nothing. 

A  bastard  am  I !     Why,  thou  wretched  woman, 

T  is  only  while  thou  liv'st  that  I  am  one — 

The  doubt  that  stains  my  royal  scutcheon 's  wash'd 

Clean  from  it  with  thy  blood ;  for  from  the  hour 

That  no  more  choice  remains  between  us  two, 

I  am  the  rightful  queen  of  this  land — thy  death 

To  the  whole  world  makes  me  legitimate. 

l^She  siyyui  the  sentence  rapidly ^  lets  the  pen  fall  from  her 
hrntdf  and  wUhdratcs  from  the  table  with  an  expression 
of  terror:  after  a  pause  she  rings:  Davison  comes 
foncard. 


KLIZABETH. 

Where  are  the  lords  ? 


DAVISON. 

So  please  you,  they  are  gone 
To  still  the  tumult  of  the  ra<jing  pc^ople. 


MART  STCART.  Act  VI. 


i 


Soon  as  the  Earl  of  Shre^bury  appear'd, 

*  Tia  he!'  exclam'd  at  once  an  hundred  voices, 

'  There  he  is !     That  is  he  who  saved  the  queen  I 

The  best  and  bravest  nian  in  England  I'     Then 

Began  the  noble  Talbot  to  address  them. 

And  with  such  winning  wisdona,  powerful  gentleness, 

Ami  cimniog  craft,  convincingly  he  spoke, 

Tliiit  all  grew  still,  and  presently  in  peace 

The  well-contented  multitude  dispersed. 

elizadeth. 
Unstable-minded  herd  !  that  every  breath 
Hither  and  thither  drives.     Woe,  woe  to  thiMe 
■ftTio  lean  upon  that  reed  1     You  may  be  gone,  air. 
Stay — take  this  paper — ^to  your  hand  I  give  it. 

DATIBON'. 

Your  majesty's  signature — 0  Heaven,  'tis  sign'dl 

ELIZABETH. 

T  was  brought  to  me  to  sign,  and  I  have  eign'd  it. 
Well,  and  what  then  ?  A  sheet  of  paper  signifies 
Nothing ;  a  written  name  kills  noL 

DATISOK. 

Your  name. 
Beneath  this  sheet  of  paper,  signifies 
Xo  less  than  sudden  death.     Madam,  it  is 
The  tbuaderstroke  that  carries  instant  doom. 


I 
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This  paper  doth  command  the  Lords  Commissioners 

And  sheriff  with  all  speed  to  Fotheringay, 

There  to  make  known  to  the  Queen  of  Scots  her  sentence. 

And  with  to-morrow's  dawn  to  execute  it. 

Here's  no  delay — she  may  be  said  to  have  lived 

When  I  let  go  this  paper. 

ELIZABETH. 

Even  so. 
God  lays  a  great  and  weighty  destiny 
In  your  weak  hand — pray  to  Him  heartily. 
That  He  may  lend  His  wisdom  to  your  mind. 
I  leave  you  to  the  doing  of  your  duty. 

DAVISON. 

Nay,  dread  and  gracious  sovereign  I  leave  me  not 
Till  you  make  known  your  royal  will  to  me ; 
Here  must  I  dare  no  otherwise  be  wise 
Than  point  by  point  to  follow  your  command. 
Hath  your  grace  committed  this  to  me,  that  I 
Should  to  the  fatal  issue  forward  it  ? 

ELIZABETH. 

Be  that  according  to  your  own  discretion. 

DAVISON. 

To  mine  I  to  my  discretion !     God  forbid ! 

Obedience  is  my  very  verge  of  duty. 

Your  servant,  madam,  dares  not  here  be  judge 


3si  MART  STUART. 

The  smallesl  oversigbt  were  o  queon'a  munkt— 
A  terrible  and  unredeemable  crinnj. 
Nay,  grant  me,  I  most  humbly  do  implore  you. 
In  this  great  matter  to  be  nothing  more 
Than  your  blind  and  irresponsible  instrunient. 
Speak,  for  the  love  of  tfod !  once,  in  plain  wonU 
What  is  your  will  tbat  I  should  do  with  this? 


Diitli  not  its  own  name  tel!  thee  plain  enough? 

You  will,  then,  that  this  sentence  be  fiilfiU'd 

Nay,  but  I  said  not  so,  and  quake  to  think  it ! 

BAVISON. 

You  will,  then,  that  I  yet  delay  to  send  it? 

KLIZABKTH, 

At  thy  peril  I  see  thou  to  the  conaequence  I 

DAVIHOS. 

Merciful  Heaven !  what  is  your  gracious  will  V 


My  will!  my  will  is  with  this  damned  thing 

No  more  to  be  plagued ! — my  will  ia  to  have  peace 

And  rest  from  this  matter  henceforth  and  for  everl 
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DATIflON. 

It  ousts  your  highnew  but  a  sinp^le  word ; 

Speak,  madam — say — what  shall  be  drtue  with  it  ? 

KLI2ABET1L 

I  have  alreaily  spoken ;  weary  me 
No  more,  but  gut  thee  gone. 

I>ATIiM)N. 

<  )h,  royal  lady, 
What  have  you  spoken  ?  you  have  spoken  nothing. 
I>read  sovereign,  may  it  please  you — 

F.UZABKTH. 

God  confound  thet* ! 

I>AVI80N. 

Have  mercy  on  me !  but  a  few  short  months 
Have  I  fiird  this  office,  nothing  do  I  know 
Of  coiu^ly  speech,  or  the  great  use  of  royalty 
Simple  and  lowly  hath  my  breeding  been ; 
Have  mercy  then,  on  your  unworthy  slave ! 
(vnidge  not,  dread  majesty !  to  speak  the  word 
Tliat  teaches  me  my  duty  and  your  will  I 

[//>  oftproacMe*  her  in  a  brttrti-hmff  attitw/r^  Vm* 
iMmM  her  bark  tm  him ;  he  Mfttttdji  in  tfeijHtirf 
and  (hefi  fHtUirhiy  escfainv. 

Take  back  this  paper !  take  it  back  again  ! 
It  bums  like  fire  in  my  uncertiin  hand. 
Lay  not  on  me  the  burthen  of  your  choice 
To  serve  your  highness  in  this  fearful  business ! 


MARY    STDART. 


What  prate  ye  there !  you  know  your  office.     l)i»  it ' 

[£ri£  Uu,  Qdrkn.     Euitfr  Bi-bldw. 


She  goes — she  lea  out  help  or  counsel, 

Bewilder'd,  Tfith  !  in  my  band : 

What  now  to  do  ?  liver  it, 

Or  keep  it  back  ?  e,  noble  lorj  I 

You  to  this  post  1  advance  me ; 

Now  set  me  free  ..  indertook  it 

Nought  knowing  of  its  perilous  duties-  let  me 
Go  Lack  to  my  former  lowliness  again. 
For  sure  I  do  not  fit  a  loftier  place. 


How   now,    sir — what's    the    matter?    where 's 

sentence  ? 
Did  not  the  queen  send  for  you  ? 


In  fearful  wrath         ' 
She  went  hence,  even  now — ^help  me — advise  me— 
Here  is  the  sentence,  sign'd. 

DtTRLRIOn. 

Sigu'd  !  give  it,  quick '. 


HAKT    STDABT. 


BnujUOH. 

How! 


Her  majeflty 
Hath  not  yet  clearly  shown  her  will  us  touching  it; 

BintLKiaH. 
Not  clearly  ?  She  has  signed  it ;  give  it  me  I 

VATUOM. 

Must  I  to  execution  put  it — must  I  not  ? 
Wltatshouldldo? 

BITBlXiaH. 

Why,  with  thy  utmost  speed 
Have  it  fuUiird,  thou  'it  lost  by  this  delay. 

RAVISOII. 

By  too  Tssb  speed  am  I  Inst  too. 


Gi?e  it — give  it ! 
Fool,  thou  art  frighted  from  thy  wits — to  me 
Give  np  the  sentence !  [He  tract  it  mdntlu*  oto. 

DAVIBUM. 

Hold,  for  the  love  of  God  ! 

[He  nviM  after  Mr. 

nn  or  the  fourth  act. 


UABT  PTrAirr. 


SCEKS   1. 

"nietanietrenenAAirmg  thcFirdAet.  HaNvah  Kbsxskti 
nitniraing :  hrr  r>yc»  are  rrd  aillt  vieejtmf,  aid  her  rli 
portnifd  indicating  a  deep  Uit  piUm  afflidim,  it  btaied 
lettrri  and  pacbefa.  jSAe  oceatiimoBg  mUrrHptthmelfti 
and  tomptiiHia  maprmU  her  uecupation,  to  pn^.  Pait. 
Daunr  alao  attired  in  bliuk  mttrr,  foQoaed  hg  a  mtm 
tervatiU  carrying  i/old  ttml  tHifr  tvmtC*,  ntlrron,  piAm 
other  costhi  tihjrd':,   and  place  Ihrtn  at    Iht  back   «f  ttr 

Paulsi  detivtrt  to'SiiaiAS  a  jewit  otuktl,  mtdapifm 
catinff  by  a  gttturt,  that  Vit  latter  etmtaiM  am  mwMfarjr 
Mngt  ecihcteii  together.  At  the  ligU  of  Ikem  Han 
grief  become*  mare  poignant  i  Ae  mmkt  domm  amreom, 
MTTOW,  vihOe  the  others  eHently  withdroK.  Btter  lb 
Ebvhedy,  pereeieiag  AiVn,  dtriekt. 


KENXEDI. 

Melvil>  't  is  70a  I  once  more  do  I  behold  you. 


Yes,  faithful  Kenned;,  we  meet  once  more. 


EBNHBSr, 

After  this  long  and  bitter  separation — 


Wa  are  rewarded  by  this  bitter  meeting. 


MART  STUABT.  387 

KBNHBDT. 

rod,  then  you  are  come — 

MSLYIL. 

To  take  my  last, 
everlasting  farewell  of  my  queen. 

KENNEDT. 

iay  at  last — to-day^  when  she  must  die, 
t  sight  of  her  faithful  servants  long  denied, 
low  vouchsafed  to  her.     0  worthiest  sir ! 
ill  not  ask  how  it  has  fared  with  you, 
ure  not  tell  how  it  has  fared  with  us. 
!  there  will  come  an  hour  for  that  sad  story, 
lelvil,  that  we  e'er  were  bom  to  see 
i  dreadful  dawn  of  such  a  day  as  this  ! 

JCRLYIL. 

us  not  with  vain  tears  weaken  each  other ; 
k,  I  will  weep  to  the  latest  hour  I  live ; 
er  will  I  put  off  death's  dismal  livery, 
'  ever  shall  a  smile  brighten  my  face. 
5r  to-day  1 11  weep  all  days  away, 

for  to-day,  I  will  not  shed  one  tear ; 
Ul  be  stedfast — ^and  be  you  so  too, 
•ay  you ;  and,  howe'er  the  rest  do  bear  them, 

us,  with  faithful  fortitude,  support 
*  mistress'  steps,  on  the  dark  road  to  death. 

c  c  2 


Melvil,  you  are  deceived  if  yoa  beJIera 
The  queen  dotii  need  oar  help  to  pexiah  nobly. 
She  boldfi  a  dauotlesB  pattern  to  ua  all. 
And  Mary  Stuart  dies  a  royal  ben>in& 

ICXLTII. 

Hot  did  she  bear  the  tidings  of  her  doom  ? 
T  is  said  she  barely  was  allowed  doe  wanii]i|{'. 


Jfo,  truly  was  she  not ;  far  other  fears 
RufBed  our  lady's  breast;  not  at  her  death, 
But  at  her  bold  deliverer  she  trembled. 
Freedom  was  sworn  to  us ;  this  very  night, 
MorUraer  should  have  borne  us  from  this  place, 
And  between  fear  and  hope,  trembling  and  doubting 
Whether  her  royal  person  and  sacred  honour 
To  tmet  to  the  daring  youth — in  fears  like  these. 
The  queen  sat  palely,  watching  for  the  dawn. 
A  Nuddea  uproar  sounded  through  the  castle, 
Knocking  and  heavy  haiamering  reached  our  ears 
"W'e  thought  the  hour  of  onr  deliverance  come, 
Hope  sprang  a-tiptoe,  and  sweet  love  of  freedom 
Rush'd  irrofiistible  through  every  heart; 
Th<;  doors  flew  wide,  and  Pautet  stood  bofore  us — 
Am)  told  us  that  the  sounds  beneath  our  feet 
Waa  the  noise  of  building  up  the  hideous  scaffold. 

[She  tunu  from  Mm,  wcqwy  UU^ 
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XICLVIL. 

Merciful  Heaven !  oh  tell  me,  how  endured 

The  queen  this  dreadful  change  from  life  to  death  ? 

KE^xxDT  (afirr  a  poiue  in  trAti-A  Af  eoBeeU  hrmrlf). 
Suddenly — without  pause — in  one  dire  moment, 
The  vhange  smote  her  from  that  which  is  of  time. 
To  what  eternal  is ;  God  gave  licr  grace 
In  this  one  intitaut  bravely  back  to  thnist 
All  earthly  hope,  and  with  a  Btedfust  nouI, 
Made  stron;;  by  faith,  to  seisw  at  once  on  heaven. 
No  dastard  hue  of  fear,  no  weak  ciimplnint. 
Disgraced  our  queen  :  only,  when  fintt  she  hpani 
Lord  Ijeicester'i)  villaiuuuB  tri-asnn,  and  the  fate 
IH  the  true-hearted  ymith  murder'd  for  her, 
And  saw  the  sorrow  of  his  poor  old  uncle, 
Wliiwe  Iat4.-st  hope  died  in  lii»  dt.-ath — then  inily 
The  tfars  fluw*d  forth,  aud  not  fur  her  own  fate. 
But  for  the  siifferiajr  of  her  enemy. 

HKLVtL. 

Wliere  u  she  ?   May  I  not  Iwhold  her  face  ? 

The  rest  of  the  night  she  spent  in  fervent  prayer  - 
iSfae  wrot«  farewells  to  her  nearest  friends  aitd  kiudretl. 
And  with  a  firm  hand  drew  her  latitit  tt-stanient. 
Now  she  is  taking  a  few  moments'  rest — 
Hvr  but  of  earthly  sleep  now  ||P^utly  soothes  her.  . 


MART    STBABT. 


Who  stays  by  her  'i 


Burgoyne,  her  higlme>ss'  leer.h, 
And  tlie  women  of  ber  chamber. 

[Enter  Habsasxt  Km 
How  now,  Kiui, 


Is  our  mistress  riaeo  ? 


She  asks  for  you. 


KDBl- 

Up,  aud  already  dress'd : 


KEMNBDT. 

I  come ;  nay,  follow  not, 
I  must  prepare  our  lady  for  your  sight. 

[Exit  Is 


Melvil !  her  tughneas'  Master  of  the  Household. 


The  same. 


KUKI. 

Alas  !  nor  house  nor  household  more. 
Melvi),  you  come  from  London  ;  of  my  husband 
Sring  you  no  tidings? 
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Yes,  he  will  be  free. 
So  runs  the  rumour — when — 


KX7BL. 

The  queen  is  dead. 
The  shameless  traitor  !  e'en  by  him  alone 
Is  our  dear  lady  murdered ;  his  fiedse  witness 
Drags  her  to  death ! 

XELYIL. 

'T  is  even  so. 

"KJJBJm 

A  curse 
Deeper  than  hell  seize  on  his  traitor's  soul ! 
For  he  hath  lied,  and  is  a  murderer. 

XELTIL. 

Take  heed  to  your  words. 

KURI. 

Before  their  judgment  seat 
I  '11  swear  and  prove  it— cast  it  in  his  teeth, 
And  fill  the  whole  world  with  his  infamy. 
She  's  innocent  I 

MELYILi 

God  grant  she  may  be  so ! 


3 

■ 

SIARY    BTPABT. 

ActV, 

Melvil! 

lEBLTIL 

i 

BuTgoyne 

BDBSOTNB. 

[Tl^rmkn 

Q-ood  mistreas 

Margaret, 

Fetch  hither  for  her  | 

^race  &  cup  of  wine. 

How  y— i 

a  she  Hick? 

MELTIL. 
DCBOOYNB. 

Nay — strong,  and  of  good  chew, 
And  Baith  she  hath  no  need  to  break  her  fiwt ; 
But  she  has  yet  much  terror  to  encounter. 
And  it  shall  ne'er  be  said  by  those  who  hate  her. 
That  the  grim  sight  of  death  whitens  her  cheeks. 
When  nature  fails  alone  in  physical  strength. 

[£Wcr  Ksnmit. 
Now  will  she  see  me? 


You  shall  see  her  straight. 
You  gaze  around  you  with  astonishment, 
And  in  your  glEmce  I  read  what  moves  your  wonder ; 
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Costly  appliances  for  easy  life. 

And  all  these  shilling  precious  baubles^  gather'd 

In  the  black  house  of  doom.    0  sir  I  while  living, 

Stint  and  privation  daily  she  endured ; 

Plenty  and  splendour  have  come  here  with  death. 

[Enter  two  of  the  queetCs  women  dreued  m  moummg  ; 
at  the  siffht  of  Mslyil  they  break  out  in  weeping. 

KELTIL. 

Oh,  fatal  day !  oh,  what  a  meeting,  G-ertrude ! 
Rosamond ! 

FIBST  LADY. 

She  hath  sent  us  all  away. 
Alone,  for  the  last  time,  she  seeks  her  G-od. 

[Enter  Maboabet  Eitbl  with  a  gohlet  of  wine ;  she  »H^  it 
on  a  table,  and  faOs  pale  and  trembling  into  a  chair, 

XELYIL. 

What  ails  you,  mistress  ?    What  new  woe  befalls  us  ? 

KX7BL. 

O  God! 

BITBOOTNE. 

What  is 't? 

KUBL. 

Great  God,  what  have  I  seen ! 

ICELYIL. 

Nay,  but  compose  yourself  and  speak ;  what  is  it  ? 


! 

^^^^^9 

1 
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KUHL,                                                                    1 

As  in  my  hand  the  wine  goblet  I  bore,                          i 
And  slowly  mounted  the  great  stairs  that  lead 
From  the  hall  below,  a  door  was  open'd  wide. 
And  I  beheld-  ^^-~*'  '  -w- 

■n. 

Speak— what? 

The  walla  all                           k  ;  a  mighty  scaffolii, 
All  wrapped  ii.                       1  itself  from  the  floor; 
In  tiie  midst  a  cushion,  block,  and  glittering  axe. 
The  hall  was  filled  with  men,  who  round  the  scaffolJ 

Thronging,  with  bloody  looks  stood  greedily. 
Waiting  their  victim. 

BOSAHOMS. 

Qod  hare  mercy  on  her ! 


Peace  now,  control  yourselves,  she  comes ! 

lEnterfiAKYifplauiidfy  dreited  in  white;  romtd  her  ntck,/atltmii 
a  chain  of  preciom  stones,  is  aa  Affmte  Dei;  a  rotary  iaigttiy 
girdle;  thehiMtacruciJixiaherhand;  a  diadem  U  tmherlmai,mi 

a  long  black  veilis  thrown  backfromher  hair;  tehensheetilerr,Ji 
others  divide  on  either  side,  giving  signs  of  the  bitterett  grief,  MSLffii 
oocrconte  icith  sorrow,  has  sunk  upon  his  kner. 

VABY  (gasing  round  the  circle  icith  a  calm  sertnUy). 

Wherefore  lament  ye  ?    Wherefore  weep  ye  ?    Satber 
fiejoicQ  with  me,  that  my  long  raue  of  miseiy 


Sc.  1.  IfABT  8TUABT.  S9S 

At  length  is  run.    My  chains  have  fallen  off. 
My  prison  gates  stand  wide,  and  my  glad  soul 
On  angels'  wings  soars  to  eternal  freedom ! 
When  to  mine  enemy's  hand  I  was  deliver'd 
To  endure  imworthy  insult  and  contempt. 
And  thraldom,  shameful  for  a  free-bom  queen — 
Then  ye  did  well  to  weep.    Oh,  weep  not  now ! 
Beneficent  and  healing.  Death  draws  near, 
That  solemn  friend,  under  whose  sable  wings 
My  sorrow  shall  lie  hid  for  evermore. 
From  my  deep  humiliation  honour  springs, 
Upon  my  head  again  I  feel  my  crown, 

And  in  my  soul  once  more  a  royal  pride. 

[^Seew^  Meltil. 
How,  Melvil  here !  nay,  not  so.     Good,  good  Melvil, 
Stand  up,  for  to  thy  queen's  last  earthly  triumph 
Thou  'rt  come — not  to  her  death.     Oh,  praised  be  God 
For  this  unlook'd-for  mercy !     In  this  hour 
My  fame  shall  not  lie  in  mine  enemy's  mouth. 
Beside  me  in  mine  agony  shall  stand 
One  witness  for  me,  unto  whom  I  'm  known. 
Oh,  tell  me,  Melvil,  how  has  all  fared  with  thee 
In  this  imfriendly  and  ungodly  land. 
Since  thou  wert  banish'd  from  thy  poor  queen's  sight  ? 
The  thought  of  thee  has  ofttimes  made  me  woe, 

XELTIL. 

I  have  known  but  one  hardship — only  one — 
That  I  no  more  might  see  you,  gracious  mistress ! 


How  is  it  with  Didier,  my  faithful  chamberlaint  j 
But  I  bethink  me — it  ifl  well  with  him  ; 
He  was  aa  old  man;  doubtless  he  is  dead. 

MELVIL. 

God  has  not  granted  him  so  great  a  mercy ; 
He  lives  to  weep  on  yoiu  untimely  bier. 

MABY, 

Alaa !  before  I  die,  not  to  have  known 

The  joy  of  clasping  one  beloved  head. 

Or  strain'd  the  hand  of  one  of  mine  own  kindred. 

But  it  is  well ;  'mongst  etrangera  I  shall  die. 

And  see  at  least  no  other  tears  but  yours. 

Melvil,  my  lat«st  wishes  for  my  loved  ones 

I  lay  within  your  faithful  breast : — I  bless 

My  brother-in-law  the  Most  Christian  King  of  Franwi 

And  the  whole  royal  bouse  of  France  I  greet; 

My  uncle  cardinal  I  reverently  blese. 

And  Henry  of  Guise,  my  ever  noble  cousin ; 

I  bless  the  pope,  the  holy  vicar  of  Christ, 

WTio  will  send  back  his  precious  blessing  to  me ; 

And  the  Most  Catholic  King  of  Spain,  who  nobly 

Ofifer'd  himself  my  champion  and  avenger. 

All  of  them  are  remember'd  in  my  will ; 

Nor  will  they  the  last  tokens  of  ray  love 

Value  the  leas  that  they  are  poor  in  value. 

[  Inrrimg  to  ha-  tmmb- 
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I  have  oommeiidcd  vam  icMknt 

To  the  King  of  Fimoce.  mj  p:tiI  zjncias^  -wrhi- 

VbUl  care  for  voa  azki  frr^i  t-hz  latiGfir  iiiozfl^ 

Tarry  not  here;  let  no  priod  Fy.f^w  «vt9 

Feed  their  diwrlain  with  b;^  >:<  T.irr 

Nor  in  the  dost  behold  vt?:-  i>i  =i 

£Ten  by  this  image  of  the  C 

Promise  me  all  to  leare  thif 

So  soon  as  I  shall  hare  gout  Ufsust  f  :r  •er-s'. 


I  swear  it,  in  the  name  of  all  •>:  i£. 


Beggar-d  as  I  am,  aU  that  r«Lii-*  to  =- 
All  that  I  jet  have  leare  Xo  call  =it  c 
I  have  divided  to  too  :  azkd  I  rr^^ 
That  my  last  will  daU  mieet  vriL  drjr^  r^s{ 
These,  the  sad  trappings  of  zsj  dearL  y,f::rzjr:j» 
I  do  but  borrow.     Lend  me  h^  oixnc  ZLfjr* 
Earth's  poor  adomings  on  my  way  M-  b^r  l. 

To  yooy  my  Alice,  Gertrude,  Ko^amocid, 
I  do  beifueath  my  pearls  and  my  attiiinz^ : 
Such  baubles  well  become  your  youthfol  yev^ 

Margaret,  thou  hast  the  first  claim  on  my  U>tmT;. , 
Tor  thou  of  all  I  part  from  art  the 
That  I  do  not  avenge  on  thee  tl*e  guih 


1 
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--. — 

Of'thyu 

ihappy 

lusband,  thou  wilt  End 

By  my  bequest, 

My  deareat,  truest  Hannah ! 

What  are  to  thee  jewels  of  price  or  gold  ? 

To  thee  I  leave  my  laat  remembrance — take 

This  handkercb'' 

'•    T  k"^-  - 

th  mine  own  hand 

Wrought  it  for 

Dg  prison  hours ; 

And  many  of 

erein  woven. 

Over  my  ejea  bii 

handkerchief — 

^lien  it  is  tjm& 

nd  dearest  office 

Will  I  receive 

faithful  Hauutb. 

KBVK 

RDT. 

O  Meivil,  how  shall  I  endure — 


Come  all  of  ye,  and  take  my  last  farewell  I 
Fare  thee  well  Margaret,  and  farewell  my  Alice ; 
Thanks,  Burgoyne,  for  thy  true  and  &ithful  serrice; 
Thy  lips  are  burning  hot,  poor  Gertrude  I     Oh, 
Sore  hated  have  I  been — but  well  loved,  too ; 
Some  noble-minded  man  shall  be  thy  mate. 
Whose  love  shall  give  thy  warm  heart  happiness. 
My  Bertha,  thou  hast  chosen  the  bett«r  part, 
And  Heaven's  holy  bride  shalt  thou  become. 
Haste  tbou  thy  sacred  calling  to  ful£l. 
How  treacherous  are  the  blessings  of  this  earth 
Learn  from  thy  queen.     Enough ;  now  all  is  over- 
Farewell  I  farewell  1  for  ever  fare  ye  well  1 

[S^  tm^  her$el/ quteJOsi  from  Oem.     EstmloBltdliam. 


8c.  1.  ICART  STUART.  399 

XABT. 

Thus  have  I  set  my  earthly  house  in  order. 
And  hope  iu  debt  to  no  one  to  depart 
Out  of  this  world.     One  thing  alone  remains, 
Melvil — one  thing  which  the  yet  fetter'd  soul 
Craves  ere  it  soars  in  joy  and  freedom  hence. 

MELYIL. 

Utter  your  wish  ;  lighten  your  loaded  heart. 
To  your  true  friend  and  servant  speak  your  care. 

XABY. 

I  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  eternity ; 
Before  the  Almighty  Judge  soon  must  I  stand ; 
And  yet  I  have  not  made  my  last  atonement. 
No  priest  of  our  Holy  Church  has  access  to  me ; 
And  from  the  hand  of  a  false  priest  I  loathe 
To  take  the  holy  bread  of  the  Eucharist. 
In  the  true  faith  of  my  own  Church  I  die, 
That  can  alone  give  peace  unto  my  soul. 

Then  bid  your  heart  be  still.    Heaven  will  accept 
Your  deep  desire  ev'n  as  its  own  fulfilment 
The  poVr  of  tyrants  can  but  bind  our  hands ; 
The  sold  on  its  own  longing  springs  to  Grod. 
The  letter  is  dead;  the  spirit,  the  spirit  lives ! 


■Hj^i 

H                  HART   STCAUT.                                  An-  V 

^^m 

Tnie,      d 

Ivil ;  but,  alas !  't  is  not  enough  :             ^^M 

Weak  earthly  fnith  craves  for  an  earthly  eign,        ^^| 

By  which  it  makes  Heaven's  highest  boon  its  own. 

For  this  God  becam*'  """  ■  *ir  this  is  clotiied 

The  iovisible  and                      1 

\  of  grace. 

Mysteriously  in  ai                    i 

sible  form. 

Our  Church  alone,  mt 

he  holy  one. 

Builds  up  the  lad 

climb  to  heaven. 

The  imiversal  C 

1,  well  named  \ 

For  of  the  faith  oi  an  gr..«.6  .; 

aith  of  each. 

There  thousands  pray  and  worship ;  there  the  fli 
Of  adoration  glows;  and,  rapt  on  wings 
Of  fire,  the  spirit  ia  home  away  to  heaven. 
Ah,  blessed  they!  to  whom  the  joy  is  given 
To  kneel  together  in  God's  holy  house  1 
Deck'd  is  the  altar,  and  the  tapers  burning ; 
Solemnly  toll  the  bells ;  the  incense  rises ; 
The  bishop,  radiant  in  his  sacred  vestments. 
Takes  forth  the  cup  and  blessea  it ;  and  lo ! 
The  ineffable  wonder  of  miraculous  change  I 
Prone  on  the  earth  before  their  present  God 
The  people  fall,  believing  and  adoring. 
Me  miserable  I     I  alone  am  barr'd ; 
Heaven's  gracious  gift,  to  all  reaches  not  me. 

MHIpTir. 

Yea,  it  doth  reach  thee — ^yea,  it  is  beside  thee. 
Trust  the  All  Powerful  I  the  wither'd  staff 
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Can  in  tlie  band  of  feith  put  forth  fresh  bods ; 
And  He  that  from  the  rock  emote  living  waten 
Can  in  thy  prison  build  Himself  an  altar. 
And  change  this  cup  of  corporal  refreshment 
To  one  that  shall  give  quickening  to  thy  soul. 

IHe  lakt$  tie  e*g>fnm  the  tab!.. 


'What  uny'st  thoti,  Melvil  ?     Yea,  I  comprehend  thee. 
Xo  priest,  no  Church,  no  sacratnent  is  here; 
Yet  hath  my  Saviour  spoken  it — '  When  two 
Or  three  are  gather'd  in  Aly  name  together, 
There  am  I  in  the  midst.'     The  Lord  hath  said  it. 
'What  matters,  then,  the  prient,  to  the  pure  heart. 
And  to  th'  unspott^Kl  soul '     Be  thou  to  me. 
Though  unonlain'd  a  priest,  God's  mesHcnger, 
Bringing  me  peace;  to  thee  will  I  confess 
Myoelf  of  all  my  sins,  and  from  thy  lips 
Will  I  receive  my  latest  abHohition. 


Since  thufi  thy  soul,  mightily  urged,  doth  urge  thee. 
Know,  (jtieen,  that  to  thy  cumf'irt  (iod  hath  wrought 
Another  wonder.     No  prieHt,  no  Church  is  here, 
?»o  sacrament  say'st  thou?     Vea,  l>iit  the  Prient 
And  Sacrilicial  God  are  present  lii-re. 

[ffe  WMCDCrr*  Ai>  hrad,  and  thoirt  Ihr  toimirt,  ami  at" 
ditmrrn  (Ar  kalg  xafer  m  a  goUm  auM. 


I 
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I  am  a  conBecrated  priest :  tu  ht«r 
Thy  last  confession,  and  on  death's  drear  path 
To  bring  thee  peace,  have  I  upon  ray  head 
Received  the  sevenfold  sign :  and  this  blest  bread- 
By  the  Holy  Father  blest-  ~  '  ring  to  thee. 


Oh,  even  on  the  thresbol  rim  death 

I  meet  a  heavenly  joy  prej,       I  for  me ! 

Hitlier  th'  immortal  minist<?i     ascends 

Ot  golden  cloudfr— aa  erst  the  glorious  angei 

Who  Bet  the  Apostle  from  his  fettere  free ! 

Him  can  no  bolt  oppose,  do  gaoler's  sword ; 

Through  close-barr'd  portals  in  his  might  he  walks. 

And  'mid  the  deepest  dungeon  darkness  shines. 

Even  so  hath  Heaven's  messenger  surprised  me. 

By  every  earthly  friend  lefl  and  betraj'd ; 

And  thou,  my  servant  once,  art  now  become 

Servant  of  the  living  God,  who  speaks  through  thee. 

As  wont  thy  knees  of  yore  to  bend  to  me. 

So  in  the  dust  I  now  to  thee  bow  down. 

[She/aOt  on  ka-  ixM. 
KELTIL  (maJcuig  tie  sign  o/tlte  crott  onr  kfr). 
In  the  name  of  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 
Queen  Mary,  hast  thou  search'd  thy  heart  ?  Swear'st  thon 
The  truth  to  utter  to  the  God  of  truth  ? 

UABT. 

My  heart  lies  open  before  thee  and  Him. 


o 
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ICELTIL. 

Speak,  what  offence  doth  conscience  point  to  thee 
Unreconciled  since  thou  didst  last  confess  ? 

MART. 

My  heart  hath  been  brim  full  of  cankerous  hate ; 
Fierce  thoughts  of  vengeance  in  my  breast  have  bum'd ; 
For  God's  forgiveness,  sinner !  I  dared  hope. 
And  could  not  mine  own  fellow-sinner  pardon. 

MELTIL. 

Dost  thou  repent  this  sin  ?     Art  thou  resolved 
In  charity  with  all  to  leave  this  earth  ? 

MART. 

Yea,  as  I  hope  by  God  to  be  forgiven. 

MELVTL. 

^Tiat  other  sin  cries  from  thy  heart  against  thee  ? 


MART. 

,  not  through  hate  alone,  through  sinful  love 
ve  I  offended  even  yet  more  deeply, 
foolish  heart  was  riveted  to  one 
o  hath  betray'd  and  utterly  forsaken  me. 


MELYIL. 

thou  repent  this  sin,  and  is  thy  heart 
n'd  from  its  idol- worship  back  to  God  ? 

DD  2 
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MART. 

Harder  than  all  the  reat,  that  strife  is  over, 
And  riven  in  twain  is  thia  last  earthly  tie. 

MELTH. 

What  more  against  thee  doth  thy  conscience  witun! 


i 


An  early  stain  of  blood,  long  since  absolved, 
Rieea  again  to  fill  me  with  new  terrors ; 
Xow  in  thin  hour  of  supreme  reckoning 
The  murky  shadow  darkens  Heaven'8  doois — 
The  king,  my  husband,  gave  I  up  to  murder, 
And  paid  th'  assasBin  with  my  heart  and  hand ; 
Sorely  with  holiest  rites  I  made  atonement. 
But  in  my  soul  th'  undying  worm  still  gnaws. 

MELVIL. 

Does  thy  heart  challenge  thee  for  other  sins 
Not  yet  confess'd  by  thee,  not  yet  absolved  ? 

Thou  knowest  all — thou  haat  my  soul's  whole  burtba 

MKLTIL. 

To  the  Omniscient  think  how  near  thou  art ; 
Think  of  the  sentence  of  our  holy  Church 
Against  untrue  confession — that  it  is 
The  sin  to  everlasting  doom  decreed. 
The  awful  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost. 


&t.- 
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MABT. 

So  may  the  Everlasting  mercy  grant  me 
Victory  in  death  as  I  have  kept  back  nothing. 

MELTIL. 

How  I  wilt  thou,  then,  deny  to  God  the  crime 
For  which  the  wrath  of  man  is  wreak'd  upon  thee  ? 
Nought  hast  thou  utter'd  of  thy  partnership 
In  Babington's  and  Parry's  bloody  treason  ? 
For  this  must  thou  abide  thine  earthly  death ; 
But  wilt  thou  dare  for  this  thy  death  eternal  ? 

MABT. 

XiO,  I  am  ready  for  eternity ; 
Though  I  should  stand  before  God's  judgment  seat 
Before  the  minute  hand  moved  on  the  dial. 
Still  have  I  nought  to  say  but — all  is  said. 

MFXVIL. 

Beware  I  the  heart  is  desperately  deceitful ; 

Hast  thou  not  with  a  cunning  double  drift 

Forborne  to  utter  words  that  might  condemn  thee, 

While  in  thy  soul  thou  didst  partake  the  guilt  ? 

But  be  thou  sure  no  craft  can  now  conceal 

Thy  inmost  thoughts  from  the  searching  eye  of  Heaven. 

MART. 

All  Europe's  sovereigns  have  I  call'd  upon 
■   To  set  me  free  from  these  unworthy  fetters ; 


MARY   STCART. 


But  never,  or  by  word  or  deed,  have  I 
Aim'd  at  the  life  of  her,  mine  enemy. 


Thy  secretary,  then,  hath  borne  false  nitness! 

What  I  have  said  is  true— what  he  has  sworn 
Be  God  the  judge  of! 


I 


Then  thou  goest  hence 
Finn  in  thine  innocence,  to  mount  t&e  BcaEfold. 


God  grant  me  grace  that  this  unmerited  doom 
May  atone  the  heavy  blood-guilt  of  my  youth. 

Depart  in  peace,  and,  dying,  be  thou  purified ! 
Fall  at  the  altax  a  eelf-oETer'd  sacrifice  1 
Blood  may  atone  the  guilt  of  blood-shedding ; 
Womanly  ft-Mlty  hath  undone  thee  here. 
But  in  the  everlasting  realms  of  light 
No  mortal  atain  cliuffs  tu  the  blessed  spirit. 
Strong  in  the  strength  that  is  bestow'd  on  me 
To  bind  and  to  unloose,  I  here  pronounce 
Of  all  thy  sins  the  plenary  alisolution ; 
Be  it  unto  thee  according  to  thy  faith. 


[ffegivaherOtt^ 
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Take,  eat  this  body  offer'd  up  for  thee 


l^He  takes  the  cup  of  tome  fnm%  the  tabky  and  offers  it 
to  her :  she  hetUateSy  and  waves  it  from  her. 

Take,  drink  this  blood  that  has  been  shed  for  thee — 
Take  it ;  the  pope  allows  thee  this  great  favour, 
In  death  shalt  thou  enjoy  the  highest  privilege 
Of  kings,  the  holy  priesthood's  special  right. 

[^She  drinks  from  the  cup. 

And  afi  thou  now  in  this  thy  earthly  body. 

Mysteriously  art  to  thy  God  united, 

So  mayst  thou  in  the  realms  of  heav'nly  joy. 

Where  is  no  guilt,  nor  any  weeping  more, 

A  fair  and  glorious  angel  be  united 

To  the  bless'd  host  of  the  redeem'd  for  ever ! 

[2f0  sets  down  the  cup,  A  noise  is  heard  without.  Melvil 
covers  his  head  and  goes  to  the  door :  while  Maby  remains  on 
her  knees  absorbed  in  prayer, 

KELYIL. 

A  struggle  sharp  and  fierce  awaits  thee  yet ; 
Hast  thou  the  strength  to  conquer  every  throb 
Of  bitterness  and  hatred  ? 

MART. 

I  fear  nothing : 
My  love  and  hate  are  offer'd  up  to  God, 

MELVIL. 

Be  ready  to  receive  the  Lords  of  Leicester 
And  Burleigh ;  they  are  at  hand. 


KAET   STCAKT. 


[fl^fer  LeioesTEH,  BuelehiI!,  mw/  I'AnjrT  ;     tArJtrid  rrm 
the  iachffroimd ici//i  kit  tt/ntmii  lioien:  lirnixinn,  «rA.^ii 
',  nrfiiiMCM  irf*«ii  Aim  and  the  qurat. 


BVBLKIOB. 

I  am  come,  Lady  Stuart, 
To  receive  your  last  commands. 


It  is  the  will  of  our  gracioua  queen,  that  nothing 
Within  the  scope  of  reason  be  denied  you. 

My  will  contains  my  latest  wishes ;  that 
I  have  committed  to  Sir  Amias  Paulet ; 
I  trust  it  will  be  faithfully  fulfill'd. 


Be  sure  it  ehall. 

MIKT. 

I  beg  that  all  my  servants 
Be  left  in  freedom  to  return  to  Scotland, 
Or  else  to  France,  as  they  themselves  desire. 

BUBLEIOH. 

That  shall  be  as  you  wish. 


1 


1. 


Most  not  be  laid  in  cgnaiJUiLied  pvoiBd, 
liCt  these  mj  frhiifal  foBowvrs  be  aJlowd 
To  bear  mv  heart  to  Frzji»,  to  mj  own 
Ah,  it  dwelt  ever  there ! 


It  shall  be  done: 
Have  you  bethought  tou — 


To  the  queen  of  England, 
Carry  a  sistei^s  greeting  from  me — ^for  my  death 
Tell  her  I  do  forgive  her  heartily. 
And  for  my  passionate  words  of  yesterday 
Heartily  beg  her  pardon.     God  preserve  her ! 
And  send  her  happily  to  reign ! 

BUBLEIGH. 

Have  you,  madam. 
Bethought  you  better  of  the  chaplain's  presence  ? 

HABY. 

I  have  made  my  peace  with  heaven.    Sir  Amias  Paulet, 
Innocently  I  have  caused  you  heavy  grief. 
And  robb'd  you  of  the  prop  of  your  old  age ; 
Oh,  let  me  hope  you  will  not  curse  my  memory  I 


1 

^■■H 

MART   STCART.                                    AttV- 

PAUtrr  Oiy»  A«-  A>V  hand). 

May  God  be  witli  you,  and  go  hence  in  peace ! 

[Kankah  Ei:>:medt,  intd  Ihf  queen'a  wtmim  nut  is  n> 

Am  JEiBid  of  ofBce:  a  guard  tif  annrd  mm  w  M 
thro.                             TT. 

IT. 

WLat  ails  thee,                      f— even  so — is 't  time? 

The  sheriff  comet                   I  me  to  death ; 

And  it  must  be  fiilfi                -ewell  1   farewell! 

KABT  {to  MELTIL). 

Most  worthy  sir,  you  and  ray  truest  Hannah 

Will  keep  me  company  imto  the  end ; 

My  lord,  you  'II  not  deny  me  this  poor  comfort, 

BUltLRWH. 

I  have  no  power  to  grant  it. 

HABT. 

How,  my  lord '. 
Have  you  power  to  refuse  so  sipall  a  boon  ? 
Show  some  respect  to  my  sex  at  least ;  by  whom 
Is  the  last  service  to  be  render'd  me  ? 
Never  can  it  be  my  sister's  will  in  me 
To  outrage  womanhood,  by  suffering 
That  the  coarse  hands  of  men  should  touch  my  penoik 
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BTJRLEien. 

It  may  not  be ;  no  woman  can  ascend 

The  scaflFold  with  you ;  with  her  tears  and  cries — 

MABT. 

She  shall  not  weep :  I  will  myself  be  surety 
For  the  stedfast  courage  of  my  truest  Hannah. 
Be  merciful,  my  lord,  and  do  not  now 
Separate  me  from  my  faithful  nurse ; 
Into  her  arms  she  first  received  my  life, 
Let  her  kind  tender  hand  lead  me  to  death. 


PAITLET. 

•  Oh,  let  it  be ! 

BURLEIGH. 

So  be  it ! 

MABT. 

In  this  world 
Nothing  remains.    {Kissing  the  crucifix) — My  Saviour  I 

my  Redeemer  1 
As  once  thine  arms  were  stretched  upon  the  cross, 
Open  them  wide  in  mercy  to  receive  me ! 

[iS^  turns  to  go,  and  suddenly  perceives  the  Eabl  of 
Leicesteb  ;  she  trembles,  her  knees  give  way,  and  she 
is  about  to  sink  to  the  earth;  Leicesteb  catches  her 
and  supports  her  in  his  arms ;  she  looks  at  him  in 
silence;  he  turns  his  eyes  away ;  at  length  she  speaks. 
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You  keep  your  word,  Lord  Leicester ;  you  did  pm^ 
Your  arm  ahould  lead  me  from  this  prison  fortiL — 
And  in  my  need  you  lead  it  to  me  now. 

Yes,  Leicester,  and  it  waa  not  free«lom  only 
I  thoi^bt  to  owe  thee ;  it  was  freedom,  dear 
Because  thy  gift ;  't  was  life,  rich  with  thy  loTe. 

Now  that  I  am  upon  my  way  to  heaveti 

A  blessed  spirit  to  become,  who  never 

By  earthly  love  can  be  again  o&eaiJ'd, 

I  can  confess  the  weakness  that  is  conquer'd. 

My  cheeks,  already  pale  witli  the  cold  wind. 

That  blows  upon  thorn  from  my  open  grave. 

Shall  not  grow  red  to  tell  thee  how  I  Ve  loved  tite& 

Farewell  I  and  if  thou  canst,  mayst  thou  be  happy! 

It  was  thy  fate  to  choose  between  two  queens : 

A  tender,  loving  heart  hast  thou  betray 'd 

And  lost,  to  win  a  hard  and  haughty  one. 

Knee!  at  the  footstool  of  Elizabeth, 

May  thy  reward  not  prove  ihy  chiistJHfinejQt! 

Farewell  1  the  bitterness  of  death  is  past  I 

[She  goet  out,  preceded  bt/  the  Sheriff,  and  mpportd 
hy  KIelvil  and  Hannas  ;  Buhlkioh  <md  PArLXt 
fuUow ;  tite  others  remain  toeeping  and  viatdiiiig  hr 
lili  ihe  it  out  of  tight,  they  thea  diiperee  lAnmph  tit 
tide  doort. 

LBICEBTEB  (aimte). 

And  yet  I  live !    I  can  endure  to  live  I 


.atty 
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This  roof  above  my  head  falls  not  to  crush  roe. 
No  yawning  chasm  opens  itself  in  the  earth 
To  swallow  the  most  loathsome  wretch  upon  it. 
What  have  I  done  I     Ai^Tiat  precious  pearl  of  price 
Have  I  flung  from  me  1     What  pure  heavenly  bliss 
Have  I  juggled  with  and  lost.     She  goes — she  goes, 
A  sainted  soul  to  peace,  and  I  remain 
With  the  despairing  anguish  of  the  damn'd  I 
Where  is  the  firm  resolve  that  I  brought  hither 
To  stifle  the  heart's  low  wail  of  love  and  pity. 
And  see  her  head  fall  with  unwinking  eyes  ? 
Her  glance  of  light  quickens  my  dead  remorse. 
And  even  in  death  she  winds  me  in  love's  fetters. 

0  fool  I  'tis  not  for  thee— 'tis  no  more  time 
To  melt  away  in  soft  and  womanish  pity. 
The  bliss  of  love  blooms  not  upon  thy  path ; 
In  iron  harness  triple  case  thy  breast. 

And  be  thy  forehead  like  a  rock  of  braas, 
If  thou  wouldst  not  the  guerdon  of  thy  baseness 
Even  now  let  slip.     Fulfill  thy  appointed  task; 
Strangle  this  puling  grief.     With  eyes  of  stone 
Look  on  her  death.     I  will — I  will  behold  it — 

[ITe  goes  with  determined  steps  towards  the  door  through 

which  Mary  had  passed,  but  stops  halfway. 

In  vain — in  vain !  Hell's  terrors  seize  upon  me. 

1  cannot  look  upon  that  hideous  spectacle. 

I  cannot  see  her  die.     Hark  !  what  was  that  ? 
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And  I  must  yet  lie  stretch'd  upon  the  rack. 

Ig  "t  dooe  ? — or  not  ?     I  dare  not  ask — the  yea 

Acd  uay  fill  me  alike  with  terroi;.     Leicester 

Comes  Dot,  aod  Burleigh  tarries  too.     They  had 

CommaDd  to  see  fulfiird  the  utmost  sentence. 

If  they  are  gone  from  London  it  is  done. 

The  shaft  is  sped — it  fliea — it  has  struck  borne  I 

Sot  for  my  kingdom  can  I  longer  hold.     \\'ho  's  there  ? 

[Enitr  a  Page. 

SUZABETn. 

.\rt  thou  retum'd  alone  ?     Where  are  the  lords  ? 

My  Lord  of  Leicester  and  the  Lord  High  Treasurer — 

EUIADETH  (brtatUat). 

Where  are  they? 

PACE. 

Not  in  London,  madam. 


Where  are  they  gone? 

PAOR. 

>'o  one  could  tell  me,  madam. 
Before  the  day  dawn'd,  suddenly  and  secretly, 
They  left  the  city. 


4t«  MAHT   STTAUT-  JUsT. 

lOJZASETS  (rJvJaini*  tmitiamlj/f,  ■ 

I  am  Queen  of  England  I 

[She  jeolt-i  lip  and  down  »  Mf  mtt  tf 
Go  call  to  me — no — atay — she  'e  dead  at  loot  I 
And  I  have  room  to  lire  upon  the  earth  ! 
Why  do  I  efaake  ?  why  does  this  terror  clutch  ine  ? 
The  grave  holds  all  my  fear,  and  who  dare  say 
I  did  it  ?     Tears  1  she  shall  have  tears  enough ; 
An  ocean  of  them.   WTiy  art  thou  standing  there? 
Bid  hither  instantly  my  secretary 
Davidson  ;  send  for  Lord  Shrewsbury — he  's  herf  '. 

lExil  Paok.    ^EkUr  SHHxwsiini 

ELIZABRTH. 

Welcome,  my  noble  lord  I  what  brings  yon  hither 
At  this  late  hour  ?     It  must  he  weighty  matter — 

aHBEWSBUBT. 

Great  queen  I  my  careful  heart,  troubled  for  your  6me 

Drove  me  to-day  to  the  Tower,  where  Kurl  and  Nao, 

The  secretaries  of  Mary  Stuart,  lie. 

Once  more  I  sought  their  testimony's  truth 

To  sift.     Amazed  and  much  unwillingly. 

The  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  admitted  me. 

But  only  did  so  upon  sternest  threats. 

God,  what  a  fearful  sight  there  met  my  eyes  ! 

With  wild  disordered  hair  and  maniac  glances, 

Ijke  one  possess'd  hy  the  furies,  on  bis  bed 
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The  Scotchman  Kurl  lay  prone ;  hardly  the  wretch 

Seheld  and  knew  me,  ere  upon  the  earth 

He  grovell'd  at  my  feet,  embraced  my  knees 

Like  a  writhing  worm,  and  shrieking  in  despair 

Adjured  me  to  make  known  to  him  the  fate 

Of  the  Queen  of  Scots,  his  mistress ;  for  a  rumour 

That  she  was  doom'd  to  death  had  made  its  way 

Into  those  iron  walls.     I  told  him  'twas  the  truth. 

And  that  she  died  upon  his  witness  'gainst  her ; 

Whereat  he  sprung  up  foaming,  and  falling  on 

His  wretched  fellow-prisoner  hurl'd  him  down 

To  the  earth,  with  all  the  giant  strength  of  madness, 

Striving  to  strangle  him.    We  hardly  tore 

The  miserable  creature  from  his  gripe. 

When  'gainst  himself  his  fury  tum'd ;  he  smote 

His  breast  with  his  clench'd  hands,  and  cursed  himself. 

And  all  the  company  of  the  fiends  of  hell. 

He  has  borne  false  witness,  and  the  fatal  letter 

Written  to  Babington,  to  which  he  swore. 

Was  forged  ;  he  did  himself  write  down  the  words 

Other  than  those  the  queen  did  bid  him  write, 

And  urged  the  wretched  Nau  to  the  like  villany. 

These  things  confess'd,  he  flung  the  window  wide 

With  furious  force,  and  call'd  aloud  in  the  street, 

Down  to  the  throng,  who  gathering  ran  together 

That  he  was  Mary's  secretary — the  wretch 

Who  wrongly  had  accused  her — the  accurs'd 

False  witness  I 

£  £ 


Euniiv.ru. 
Nay,  biit  he  was  mad,  indeed ! 
The  words  of  a  raving  madmau  can  prove  nothiiig. 


The  madman's  madness  though  prove*  all  the  more; 
0  madam,  I  implore  you  without  delay. 
Give  order  for  a  new  examination. 


I  will  do  80,  my  lord,  at  your  request,  j 

Not  that  I  may  believe  that  overha&tily 

My  peers  have  judged  this  matter ;  but  for  you. 

And  the  quieting  of  your  mind,  let  there  be  given 

Order  for  a  new  examination :  't  iB  well 

There  yet  is  time  for  it  I  on  our  kingly  honour 

No  shadow  of  a  doubt  shall  linger ;  now  — 

The  sentence  that  I  gave  into  your  hand. 


Where  is  it  ? 


DAVIHON  (m  the  greatat  antaitmrnt). 
The  sent«nce ! 

RLIZ^BRTH. 

Ay,  that  I  gave 
Yesterday  to  your  keeping. 
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DAYIBON. 

To  ray  keeping  ? 

ELIZABETH. 

The  people  clamour'd  for  the  signing  of  it» 
And  to  their  will  compell'd  to  yield,  I  sign'd  it, 
By  them  urged  to  the  deed ;  and  to  your  hand 
I  gave  the  paper,  meaning  to  give  some  respite 
Of  time,  as  I  told  you  then ;  now  give  it ! 

SHREWSBUBY. 

Good  sir,  deliver  it ;  things  are  much  alter'd; 
A  new  examination  must  be  held. 

ELIZABETH. 

Dream  not  so  long  about  it ;  where 's  the  sentence  ? 

DATISON. 

I  'm  breathless  with  amazement  and  dismay ! 

ELIZABETH   (kostUy), 

Now  I  well  hope,  sir  — 

DAVISON. 

I  am  ruin'd,  lost ! 
I  have  it  not. 

ELIZABETH. 

How!  what! 

E  E  2 


MAUT   STrART. 


snHKWBBimT. 

Great  God  in  heiivwi'. 


Since  yesterday,  .  igh  haa  posseas'd  it. 


Wretch !  is  it  thi  ;  ol>ey'd  my  words  ? 

Did  I  not  bid  t  ir  thy  life. 

DATIBON. 

That  was  aot  your  commtind,  madam  1 

KUZABKTH. 

How,  villun! 
Wilt  tliou  gainsay  me,  reptile  that  thou  art  ? 
Vt^en  did  I  bid  thee  give  it  to  Lord  Burleigh  ? 


Not  in  those  very  words — not  clearly — but — 

ELIZABETH. 

Villainous  slave  I  hast  thou  dared  make  my  word 

Of  thy  own  bloody  thought  interpreter  ? 

Woe  be  to  thee  if  evil  haa  befallen 

From  thia  thy  self-uaurp'd  authority  ! 

Thy  life  shall  pay  for  it !     My  Lord  of  ShrewGbiuy, 

You  see  how  my  name  is  palter'd  with. 
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Hemiw 


♦-»  t 


voui' 


If  Master  DaTuoo 
Has  done  this  deed  upon  his  own  allowanoe 
And  risk,  without  your  knowledge  or  consent. 
He  must  before  the  high  oouit  of  the  peers 
Be  straight  arraigned,  and  to  all  future  time 
His  name  be  given  up  to  execration. 

[J&rfff-  BraUUGH,  vko  kmnit  to  Uke  yiKnt, 


Long  live  my  sovereign  t^ueen  and  mistresb !     May 
The  enemies  of  these  island  reaimif  all  fall 
Like  Mary  Stuart ! 

^SHacWHBrBT  crtPert  Ui$  fair ;  IUtutijk 
tcrm^  ki»  ktmdr  detpairimtfUf. 

KUZABKTH. 

My  Ix>rd  Burleigh 
Had  you  received  command  of  death  fnmi  iiit*  ? 

BrBLKI«H. 

N09  royal  m^^m^  but  from  Davison. 

EUZASETB. 

In  my  name  did  he  give  it  ?  in  my  nariif  ? 


U.»«V   .-iTIVnT. 


No,  my  dread  laiJy,  but— 


1 


KLIZABETK. 

Aiid  you  have  dared 
To  do  this  deed  without  our  will  being  known. 
The  sentence  was  a  righteoua  one,  the  world 
Dare  wag  no  tongue  agaiiist  it ;  but  for  you, 
\\'ho  have  thrust  yourself  between  it  and  our  mert^, 
We  forthwith  from  our  presence  banish  you. 
( To  Davisok.)  For  this  fellow,  a  sharper  doom  remsa 
Who  boldly  daring  to  o'ersfep  his  duty, 
A  holy  trust  has  ventured  to  betray. 
To  the  Tower  with  him !  he  shall  stand  his  trial 
For  life  and  all  he  is  possessed  of!    Noble  Talbot, 
Thou — thou  alone  of  all  my  counsellors 
Have  I  found  honest;  henceforth  thou  shatt  be 
My  friend  tmd  guide ! 

8HIIEW8B1JBT. 

Nay,  madam,  drive  not  from  yon 
These  youi-  true  friends ;  cast  not  in  prison  those 
M'ho  have  wrought  for  you,  and  are  silent  now 
For  your  sake  only.     But  for  me,  great  queen ! 
Give  leave  that  I  return  into  your  keeping 
The  seal,  which  for  twelve  years  you  have  trusted  to  m& 

ELISASETH. 

Shrewsbury,  thou  wilt  not  at  this  hour  forsake  me? 
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8HBEWBBUBT. 

Forgive  me,  madam  !  I  am  grown  too  old. 
And  this  right  hand  might  prove  too  stiff,  I  fear> 
To  seal  your  latest  deeds  of  sovereignty. 

ELIZABKTU. 

So  he  that  saved  my  life  abandons  me. 

SURfiWSBUBT. 

'T  is  little  I  have  done  ;  your  nobler  life 
I  could  not  save ;  live,  aud  reign  happily  ! 
Your  foe  is  dead,  you  have  no  more  to  fear. 
Nor  farther  need  to  use  dissimulation. 

[Enter  the  Earl  of  Kknt. 

KUZABETIl. 

Call  hither  the  Earl  of  Tjeicester  ! 

KENT. 

Mardam, 
The  earl  has  suddenly  taken  ship  for  France. 


KND    OF 
'  31ARY   STUART. 


I 


t 


^.DEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 


TRANSLATED 


FKOM    THE   FRENCH    OF    ALEXANDRE   DUMAS. 


INTRODUCTION. 


The  refined  and  fashionable  audiences  who,  some  years  ago, 
used  to  applaud  at  the  St.  James's  Theatre  Mademoiselle  Plosais, 
in  the  play  of  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle,  and  Mademoiselle 
Dcjazet,  in  tlie  far  more  startling  parts  and  pieces  which  were 
there  represented  for  tlie  edification  of  the  best  London  society, 
would,  in  all  probability,  have  objected  to  an  English  version 
of  Dumas'  clever  play,  upon  the  score  of  its  immoralit}-.     It  is 
not  for  me  to  determine  whether  the  aristocratic  audiences  at 
the  St  James's  Theatre  did  not  imderstand  what  they  heard,  or 
whether  the  French  language  has  a  special  charm  for  rendering 
inoffensive  what  plain  English  fails  to  recommend.     However 
that  may  be,  I  have  always  thought  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle 
one  of  the  most  interesting  and  brilliant  productions  of  that 
great  resource  of  English  dramatists,  the  modem  French  stage, 
and  regretted  extremely  the  difficulty  of  so  modifying  it  as  to 
make  it  acceptable   to   an  English  audience   in  an  English 
theatre.     The  present  translation  and  alteration  of  the  piece  is 
an  attempt  to  do  this,  but  I  do  not  flatter  myself  that  I  have 
succeeded;  for  the  incident   of  the  nocturnal  meeting  upon 
which  the  play  tiuns  cannot  be  suppressed,  and  though  by 


«  pi«e  unobj, 


^ramatis  '^txnan^. 


^^M^^^^^»^»»^^^^»^ 


The  Dttke  de  Richelisxt. 

The  Dxtkb  d'Axtmont. 

The  Chetalieb  d'Axhtrit. 

The  Chevalier  d'Aubignt. 

Chamillac. 

The  Abbe  be  RosAimE, 


Gentlemen  of  the  Court 
of  Louis  XV, 


The  Mabchioness  de  Valcour. 
Gabbtella  de  Belle  Isle. 
Mabiette. 

Gentlemen  and  Ladies  of  the  Court,  Footmen,  Pages,  i^c,  8^, 


J%e  Scene  is  in  the  Palace  of  the  Duke  de  Boubbon^  at  ChantiUt/, 

near  Paris. 
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MADAME  DE  YALCOXTB. 

Burn ! 

MABIETTE. 

Monsieur  d'Aumont — 

MADAME  DE  YALCOUB. 

Bum,  burn,  burn ! 

MABIETTE. 

Here 's  lots  of  love,  all  vanishing  in  smoke ! 

MADAME  DE  YALCOTJB. 

Nothing  from  Monsieur  de  Richelieu  ? 

MABIETTE. 

Nothing. 

MADAME  DE  YALCOXTB. 

Heigho ! 

MABIETTE. 

Beally,  madam^  your  ladyship  must  permit  me  to  say, 
;hat  I  feel  quite  anxious  about  you. 


MADAME  DE  YALCOUB. 

Anxious !     And  why  pray  ? 

MABIETTE. 

Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  madam,  you  appear  to 
me  threatened  with  a  serious  attachment. 


MADEMOISELLE    PE    BEU.E    ISLJJ. 


UAIIAHK  BE  TaICOFB. 

Wlmt,  to  the  Duke  de  Richelieu  ? 


i 


I  'm  in  a  fever  about  it.     Take  care,  madam ; 
have  died  of  love,  I  believe. 


HAUAJU!  DE  VALCOFM. 

Pphiiw ! 

HARIXTIK. 

Poor  Mrs.  Valens ! 


I 


KADAME   DK    VALCOUR. 

The  upholsterer's  wife?      I   believe    that  kind 
people  do  die  of  that  sort  of  thiog  sometimes. 

MABnOTE. 

Well,  if  I  were  your  ladyship,  I  'd  take  some  a 
however. 

MADAHG   DR    VALCOCB. 

Pray,  what  makes  thee  suppose  my  caae  so  dangero 

habikitf;. 
All  the  symptoms,  madam. 


UADAKR  D 

For  instance — 
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MABIBTTB. 

Your  ladyship's  anxiety  when  Monsieur  de  Richelieu'a 
letters  do  n't  arrive.  Your  indifference  to  whole  heaps 
of  other  folk's  epistles,  a  constancy  of  interest  which, 
as  far  as  I  can  observe,  has  lasted  three  whole  weeks. 

XADA3CR  DE   YALCOUB. 

Three  weeks,  eh  ?  really,  so  long  as  that !  I  believe 
you  have  only  been  in  my  service  so  long. 

MAKIKTTR. 

Just  so  long,  my  lady ;  but  that 's  a  perfect  lover's 
eternity !  and  I  really  think  your  ladyship's  complaint 
has  reached  the  highest  pitch  of  danger.   I  only  hope  it 

't  catching. 


MADAME  DE   YALCOUB. 

I  could  astonish  thee  much  more,  were  I  to  tell 
t;hee — 

MABIBTTR. 

Oh  !  what,  madam  ? 

MADAME   DE   VAIX^OUR. 

How  inquisitive  you  are,  child ! 

MARIETTE. 

I  hope  your  ladyship  will  excuse  me ;  but  it  is  so 
long  since  I  've  had  the  pleasure  of  being  astonished 
«it  anything. 

F  F 


«*  MAI>Ei[OISELLE    DE    BEI.t^    I9I.F.  A«  L 

[EntiT  a  SEETLtT 
SEBTAKT. 

Ad  ecclesiastic,  the  Abb€  de  Rosanne,  desires  t« 
know  when  your  ladyship  would  allow  him  an  audi«Do>? 

]  TALCOTHt. 

Heyl 

The  Alibe  de  Rosa' 

UADAUE    DR   TALGOtm. 

Oh  !  admit  him ;  admit  him  instantly  !  And  do  tou. 
Mariette,  leave  me  for  the  present, 

[£nK  Mambiti 

How  many  years  have  passed  since  I  have  seen  bin! 
How  full  of  Btraoge  events  those  years  have  been  I  and 
now,  I,  who  have  struggled  for  so  loug,  unaided,  in  thij 
sea  of  difficulties,  find,  at  the  very  moment  of  utter  di*- 
couragement,  the  friend,  the  counsellor,  the  guide  <i 
my  early  youth. 

[Rifi^  Skiitam  and  MoNBIKTrn  hk  RwaSM 
Tins  ANN  K. 

May  an  obscure  and  humble  individual  of  mygrai* 
calling  be  permitted  to  trespass  for  a  few  momena 
madam,  upon  yniir  time  and  attention  ? 


MADAUR   D 

He  does  not  know  me ;  he  actually  does  not  knova 
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B08ANNE. 

I  am  aware  that  my  dress  and  manner  must  form  a 
strange  and  discordant  contrast  to  those  of  your  usual 
aolicitors,  madam,  and  that  a  poor  country  curate  will, 
probably,  commit  more  than  one  conventional  sin, 
while  addressing  the  brilliant  Marchioness  de  Valcour, 
the  presiding  divinity  of  a  gay  court,  the  mistress  of 
the  prime  minister  of  France. 


MADAME  DK   VA I/JOUR. 

No,  no,  no  !  not  from  you  that  title,  which,  however, 
in  your  eyas  alone  probably  degrades  me.  Is  it 
possible  you  have  forgotten  ElLse  de  Varennes,  your 
pupil  at  the  Convent  of  St.  Cyr,  in  those  happy,  bappy 
days,  when  you  were  my  confessor,  and  I  had  so  little 
to  confess ! 

BOSANNR. 

Good  Heavens !  Mademoiselle  de  Varennes,  the  Duke 
de  Bourbon's  niece ! 

MADAME  DE  YALCOTJIt. 

Therefore  most  certainly  not  his  mistress ;  even  so, 
my  dear,  dear  Abbe  I 

ROSANNE. 

But  how — when — where  ? 

FF  2 


Oh  I  ait  down,  sit  down,  and  let  me  ag&io  jme 
my  confession  into  your  ear,  and  receive  the  consolati* 
of  your  sympathy,  the  beneBt  of  your  advice.  Td 
remember,  that  ji"'  -'■^'~~'''~e  when  you  were  appoiotei 
to  the  distant  mi 


Whence  I  have  ed  within  these  few  dai\ 

after  ten  years'  al  my  native  land. 

HADANB  DB  TALOOCTB. 

I,  a  child  of  scarce  fourteen  yeara,  was  betrothed  t« 
Monsieur  de  Fronsac,  himself  only  sixteen^ — now.  tit 
too  notorious  Duke  de  Richelieu.  I  returned,  after  tb* 
ceremony,  to  my  convent— my  husband  to  the  superis- 
tendance  of  his  tutor,  under  whose  care  he  was  to  trefd, 
and  finish  his  education,  till  such  time  as  we  *ai 
considered  old  enouwli  tc  fidfill  the  contract  we  bJ 
entered  into. 

'Tis  a  foolish  custom,  a  foolish  custom,  and  i»> 
bred  more  mischief  and  misery  than  virtue  or  hiffi- 
neas,  I  fear.     Go  on,  my  de;ir  daughter. 


How  tbe  ibiu'  years  prescribed  were  spent  by  liin 
know  not — but,  alas,  can  well  imagine !     By  me,  bit 
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tbey  wefe  spent  in  one  blissful  dream  of  the  happioeBB 
that  awaited  me — the  fair  youthful  bee  and  form  of  my 
bojr  husband  perpetually  flitted  before  my  fancy,  and 
every  day  told  me  that  time  was  but  maturing  his  graces 
and  perfecting  his  mind — so  passed  tbuee  four  long  years 
to  me,  in  joyful  anticipation  of  my  future  fate.  Judge, 
oh,  judge  of  the  bitterness  of  my  disappointment — of 
(be  anguish,  shame,  and  indignation  I  felt,  when  within 
a  week  of  the  time  appointed  for  the  solemnisation  of 
our  marriage,  the  realisation  of  all  those  happy,  happy 
risions — 


Go  on,  my  dear  child ! 

MADAKE  DE  TALCOUB. 

No ;  at  the  bare  recollection  of  tbc  cruel  insult  my 
emotion  chokes  me  oven  now  ]  Within  a  week,  I  say, 
of  the  day  when  my  busl^and  should  have  claimed  me,  I 
received  from  him  this  letter.  Here  it  is — oh,  here  it  is ! 
I  have  worn  it  like  a  hardening  taliHman  i^^nst  my 
heart  from  that  moment,  and  I  sometimes  think  it  has 
turned  my  very  heart  to  stone ' 

RoMXNK  (rwodt). 

*  Mademoiselle  —  A  contract   eiitere<l   into  whon  wc 

were  both  of  us  children,  and  utterly  unable  to  judge 

or  choose  for  ourselves,  cannot,  I  am  ppnnia<Ie«I,  appear 

binilingin  tbccyetiof  apiTsou  of  tin-  escclh'nt  judgment 
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1  am  told  you  potisess.  It  i»  tlierefore,  I  wn  rtlir.si 
mucli  for  your  matisfactioii  as  my  own  that  I  pti.far 
relieviug  you  aDd  myself  from  the  absurd  obligadoni 
which  have  been  thrust  upon  us  by  othera.  A  dirant 
will  be  easily  ar"l  imo(«liln  obtained  —  and  I  Sama 
myaelf,   mademo'  this   step    will   prove  tk 

sincerity  with  \\Y  \, 

'  Your  ient  humble  servant, 

*  BlCEKLttL' 

Poor  child !  poor 

HADAMIf   DK   TAUWCR. 

Voiir  eyes  are  filled  with  tears  ;  j-ou  feel  this  bills 
blow,  thiB  withering  mortification  for  me !  Oh,  b* 
years  have  passed  since  then,  and  I  have  led  socfa  a 
bfe,  and  lived  among  such  people,  and  seen  soA 
things,  that  my  tears  never  come  out  of  my  heart  ui* 
— and  I  laugh  all  day  lung  at  everything,  for  existciw 
itself  has  become  a  jeat  and  a  mockery  to  me. 


'J'his  is  t«rrible,  indeed  I     But  how  came  this  divotw 
not  to  take  place? 


Because  I  tell  rMortnlly  Mck  upon  this  vt-rv  hh*- 
and  at  one  time  of  my  illness  was  supposed  dr 
Monsieur  de  Richelieu  was  informed  of  the  fortua 
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circumstance  of  my  demise^  and,  when  I  recovered^  I 
hadn't  the  heart  to  have  him  undeceived.  You  see, 
my  dear  Abbe,  dying  was  more  convenient  even  than 
divorcing,  and  saved  a  world  of  trouble. 


ROSANNF. 

And  since  then — 


MADAMS  DB  VALCOUB. 

Since  then,  become  of  age,  and  inheriting  an  inde- 
pendent fortune,  I  determined  to  follow  the  course  of 
this  very  man — my  husband — for  he  is  my  husband 
still ;  and  for  now  six  years  I  have  known  all  the  details 
of  a  life,  whose  reckless  profligacy  may  have  wearied 
Heaven,  but  has  not  destroyed  my  love. 


R08ANNB. 

You  love  this  man  1 


MABAMB  DB  VALC0X7B. 

Alas,  vdth  all  my  soul !  There  is  no  transformation, 
no  disguise,  no  assumption  that  I  have  not  undergone, 
to  follow  him  in  all  the  tortuous  paths  where  he  deigns 
to  walk ;  disgusted,  indignant,  heart  sick,  spirit  weary, 
I  have  been  ready  to  die  with  grief  and  shame  at  his 
proceedings.  Nevertheless,  sometimes  I  have  been  the 
means  of  healing  those  wounds  he  had  inflicted ;  some- 
times I  have  interposed  between  his  &tal  arts  and  women 
about  to  fall  victims  to  them.     I  have  spared  him  some 


MADBllOIBELLB   OS    BBLLB    UL2. 


itttl 


crimett;  I  Lave,  as  far  as  F  could,  atoned  for  tliosel 
nut  prevent ;  1  have  done  some  good  to  him,  for  Ur  I 
Uh,  father,  I  do  not  regret  the  agony  I  have  suflaHJ 
while  thus  tjtruggiing  to  reclaim  my  husband. 


Bleaa  you,  my  dear,  dear  child !    and  Heuveo  «il! 
blesB  you,  and  will  crown  your  efforts  with  Gt 

But  how,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  is  it  that  I  fitidjM 
here,  in  your  imcle's  palace — ajid,  stranger  than  il 
under  the  title  of  his  niistrees  ? 


VAWOCB. 

The  eingiilar  life  I  was  leading,  the  profnaeness  of! 
expenditure,  my  isolated  position,  and  some  pimt 
mains  of  personal  beauty,  which  all  this  sorrow  had  iri 
destroyed,  made  me  soon  an  object  of  curioaity  and  ul*a- 
vation.     I  found  my  situation  become  every  day  mitt 
difficult  and  dangerous,  and  at  length  I  had  recourer  B 
my  uncle,  who,  in  common  with  the  world,  and  my 
affectionate  husband,  believed  me  dead. 


i 


ived  you,  and  krpt  your  secret. 


Exactly.     But  the  world  not  being  prone  to  give; 
and  women  credit  for  perfectly  •Uninterested  friendikf 


J 
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and  Paris  being  especially  little  favourable  to  platonic 
attachments^  the  natural  inference  became  that  I  was  the 
Duke's  mistress. 

BOSANNE.  , 

The  name  you  have  assumed — 

XADAMB  D£  VALCOUB. 

Oh,  yes !  I  know,  might  belong  to  anybody  or  any- 
thing ;  Valcour — Belcour,  to  be  sure,  may  stand  for  any- 
thing one  pleases;  but  pray  remember,  Monsieur  1' Abbe, 
that  it  is  very  few  people's  business,  and  nobody's  in- 
terest, here,  to  trouble  their  heads  about  my  calling. 

ROSANITE. 

I  am  sorry  you  should  have  lent  yourself  to  a  situa- 
tion involving  such  a  scandal,  nevertheless. 

XADAME  DE   VALOOUB. 

Scandal,  my  dear  Abb^ !  To  be  sure  you  have  been 
ten  years  in  the  colonies,  and  may  be  pardoned  your 
innocence ;  why,  I  am  considered  the  most  virtuous,  as 
well  as  the  most  charming  of  women — my  supposed  pro- 
tector being  prime  minister.  I  assure  you,  not  only  all 
the  nobles  of  the  court,  but  all  their  wives  are  at  my 
feet ;  and  as  for  the  churchmen,  my  levees  are  thronged 
with  bishops,  my  assemblies  with  archbishops,  and  as 
,  for  cur&  and  abb^s — I  beg  your  pardon  my  dear  friend 
;    —  they  positively  cost  me  a  fortune  in  wax-lights,  they 


I 


MADEMOISELLE  DE   BELLE   tSLE. 


make  ray  rooms  so  dark  with  their  black  livety— Ifct 
ouly  grave  thing  about  them,  believe  me  ;  nnd,  to  he 
sure,  they  do  all  they  can  by  the  liveliness,  not  to  a^ 
looseness,  of  their  convers&tioQ,  to  atoDe  for  the  gloctoi- 
Des9  and  stiEFaess  of  their  costume. 


And  Monsieur  de  still  suspects — 


Nothing.     He  is  b(  ly  moat   intimate  frieod; 

aad  now,  nothing  loth,  brings  me  the  confidence  whicb 
formerly  I  wa-s  forced  to  Kurprise  ;  't  is  a  curious  pi-ii- 
tion,  let  me  tell  you,  that  of  a  wife,  who  is  her  husbaud'i 
unknown  confidant. 


It  seems  strange  to  me  that  he  has  i 
you  as  a  lover. 


i  TALCOUH. 

Instinct,  depend  upon  it  I  he  would,  I  Ve  no  donlitr 

if  I  had  not  been  his  wife. 


V  have  you  the  heart  to  jest? 


I  've  positively  no  beaxt  left  for  anything  else.  Bead* 
in  the  life  I  lead,  and  a  short  observation  will  coariiff 
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you  of  the  fact^  laughing  has  often  precisely  the  signi- 
fication of  tears  and  sighs ;  when  one 's  tired  of  the  one^ 
one  takes  to  the  other,  and  it  still  means  the  same 
thing ;  and  lips  that  have  exhausted  the  relief  of  com- 
plaint, will  utter  the  pleasantest  jests  upon  their  own 
misery.  It 's  only  another  way  of  easing  one's  hearty 
believe  me,  and  the  heart  must  be  eased  some  way,  you 
know,  or  break. 

lEiUer  a  Ssbyakt. 

SBBVAin:.  - 

The  Duke  de  Richelieu  wishes  to  be  permitted  the 
honour  of  waiting  upon  her  ladyship. 

XADAME  DB  YALCOUIl. 

The  Duke  de  Richelieu  ! 

SERVANT. 

His  grace  has  only  this  moment  arrived  from  Paris, 
and  wishes  to  know  if  her  ladyship  is  visible. 

MADAME   DB   VALCOVB. 

Oh,  certainly,  admit  him !  Now,  my  dear  Abbe,  will 
you  stay,  and  see  how  admirably  I  carry  on  this  sad 
fiEirce? 

BOSAKNB. 

No,  indeed,  for  I  am  not  as  well  bred  as  your  lady- 
ship, and  should  surely  betray  myself,  or  you,  or  both 
of  us. 


HADEMOISELLK    DE   BELLE    ISLE. 


You  have  postponed  your  suit  to  the  Date  de  Bour- 
bon's mistress  in  listening  to  Elise  de  Varenne's  etoij. 
Never  mind ;  you  are  sure  of  iny  interest,  and  yon  ban 
no  idea  how  irniP"""'  t^'"*  ^s!  Pray  remain  in  tbt 
palace  while  you  et  illy.     I  cannot  affonl  ta 

lose  you  again ;  it  %  luxury  to  liave  a  fritnd. 


And  I  shall  ever  be  3  ost  devotedly ! 


How  chaniiing  of  you,  to  receive  me  bo  kindly,  eveo 
in  my  boots ! 


I  am  always  charmed  to  see  yon,  my  dear  duke, 
whatever  your  costume.  So  you  are  just  come  from 
Paris. 


I  arrived  ten  minutes  ^o.     And  what  have  you  bees 
doing  here  ? 


uadakb  de  y 

Nothing  worth  being  told.     The  duke  has  hunted  « 
good  deal,  and  I  have  received  petitions.  1 
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BIOHBLEBV. 

I  envy  the  people  that  ask  and  receive  favours  from 
you. 

MADAMS  DB  YALCOUB. 

Oh  I  my  dear  duke,  a  truce!  I  thought  it  was 
agreed  that  there  was  to  be  no  superfluous  gallantry 
between  us. 

BICHELIBU. 

True ;  and  though  I  am  sometimes  vehemently 
tempted  to  break  the  compact^  and  make  violent  love 
to  you,  you  're  such  a  capital  friend  that  I  verily  believe 
I  should  lose  by  making  you  my  mistress. 

MADAMB  DB  VALCOUB. 

Your  friend  you  certainly  would  ;  that 's  the  common 
course  of  things  you  know. 

BICHELIBTr. 

I  thought  D'Auvray  was  at  Chantilly. 

XADAMB  DB  VALCOUB. 

So  he  is. 

BICHELIEir. 

I  wonder  what  brings  him  here?  Is  he  come 
officially,  as  lieutenant  of  my  lord's  marshals,  to  baulk 
some  duel  ? 


J 
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Not  that  I  am  aware  of. 


D'Auitiont  came 


No,  really — the  dear  D'Aumont — uncombed  and  in*- 
Rhaved  as  iiavial,  I  mippose  ?  Upon  my  bouI,  he  is  il" 
slovenhest  uobleman  in  France ! 

HADAUE    DB   TALOOUm. 

So,  Paris  would  not  let  you  go — and  the  five  day*™ 
which  you  went  g;rew  into  a  whole  week. 


Well,  and  was  not  a  week  little  enough  to  pay  tut 
court  to  our  young  king,  after  ray  two  years'  dreuy 
exile  at  Vienna? 


XADAME   DR   7 

Oh,  yes  I  And  theo,  you  know,  you  had  to  see  Madame 
de  Villars — Madame  de  Duraa — Madame  de  Villeroj- 
Madame  de  Sabran — Madame  de  Mouchy —  j\ldll&  i> 
Cfaarolais — Madame  de  Soubiee — Madame  de — 


HIDKHOISILLB  DB  yTTrl  ISLE. 


Upon  my  life  it  'b  true — I  did  n't  think  there  were  so 
nany !  But  as  so  many  duties  compelled  me  to  remain, 
[  did  not  doubt  that  if  auythmg  of  importance  took 
place  here,  you  would  be  good  enough  to  write  me  a 
line.  By  the  by,  do  you  never  write  to  anybody  ?  It 's 
emrious  enough  that,  in  spite  of  our  delightful  intimacy, 
I  haven't  a  tine  of  your  handwriting;  I  don't  even 
know  it  by  sight. 

MASAXX  DE  VALCOUB. 

Hut  *B  rather  an  unadvised  speech  for  a  diplomatist, 
my  lord.  Can  the  favourite  of  a  prime  minister  indulge 
in  intimate  correspondence? — especially  with  such  an 
one  as  Montneur  de  Richelieu  I  Handwriting  is  a  dan- 
gerous thing  in  your  grace's  possession,  sometimes,  we 
know, 

KtCBTAJKV. 

And  how  goes  it  with  your  faithful  adorer,  D'Aumont  ? 

MADAim  DK  TALCOrS. 

Indeed  I  don't  know  whether  it's  love  of  me,  but  he 
certainly  is  half  crazy. 

BICHKUEr. 

Ohl  my  dear  lady,  you  wrong  him,  by  half.  But 
pmy  tell  me;  who  is  the  young  officer  on  guard  down 
Hlairs  this  rooming? — a  prot^  of  yoitr  ladyship's? 


BicaEiJEr. 
Ahl  don't  look  croes.     I  didn't  mean  to  be  nidr* 

inquisitive,  you  V — ^" 'je's  a  devilJali  hainiswr 

fellow,  that's  alt. 

I  believe  he  has  n  promoted,  tliniHjfli  th 

interest  of  the  Duke  A  ion. 


St  A  B  AMR  I 

D'AubijTny,  I  believe. 


D'Aubigny^D'Aubigny— good  name — good  faniilj 
— people  from  Hrittany,  I  think.  Oh  !  but,  by  tiie  h, 
my  dear,  delightful  marchioness — talking  of  Brittauy- 
I  'ra  distractedly  in  love ! 


Indeed  1     What,  again  1     Since  when  'f 


Oh,    since    the    day   before   yesterday !     Now,  j*' 
imagine  the  loveliest  creature — 
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XADAME  DK  YALCOUB. 

It  is  n't  absolutely  Decessaxy  that  I  should  bear  her 
personal  description^  is  it,  my  lord  ? 

BICHELIBI7. 

Oh  1  no ;  not  if  it  bores  you.  Well,  however,  she 's 
From  Brittany — 

MADAICE  DE  YALCOUB. 

And  you  met  her — 

BICHELTEU. 

First,  at  the  archbishop's  —  then,  at  the  king's 
Bsaembly. 

MADAME  DE  YALOOTTB. 

Oh !  I  see ;  some  new  La  Vallidre. 

BICHELIEn. 

Not  a  bit  of  it — ^you  're  quite  mistaken.  A  gentle- 
"woman  of  high  family,  who  has  come  to  Paris,  to  solicit 
'the  freedom  of  her  father  and  brothers,  who  are  prisoners 
jn  the  Bastile.  The  archbishop  referred  her  to  the  king, 
said  the  king  referred  her  to  the  Duke  de  Bourbon; 
eo  that  she  came  here  this  very  morning,  an  hour  before 
I  myself  arrived. 

MADAME  DE  YALCOUB. 

She  is  here  ? 

G  a 
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BICHKUnr. 

Tea  1     Is  n't  it  charming  ? 

KAPAXB   DK   TAXCOm. 

Oh,  very ;  but  wh;  '  "    "    '  e  the  result  of  all  this? 


'Pon  my  soul,  that'  than  I  can  tell — but  I'n 

a  notion  it  may  t  santly. 

You  have  forgotten  one  thing,  however — the  name  of  J 
your  fair  petitioner.  J 

Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isla 

XADAHB  SB  TALCOUR. 

What,  the  gTaaddaught«r  of  Fouqu^  ? 


The  very  same  1 

KASAIOt  DB  TALCOim. 

But  the  father  is  compromised  in  that  Le  Blanc 
business,  and  the  sons  are  accused  of  assassination. 


Lord  blees  us,  yes — I  know  those  things  are  Baid 
about  people  in  order  to  get  them  into  the  BasUlei 
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<;cusatioiis  are  even  believed  as  long  as  they  are 
f  it ;  and  when  they  are  fairly  trapped,  they  are  left 
f  and  the  whole  business  is  not  only  disbelieved, 
ever  thought  about  by  anyone  again.     I  '11  tell  you 

my  dear  marchioness ;  I  do  n't  know  whether  it  is 
^e  I  have  twice  been  in  the  Bastile  myself,  but  I 

have  a  most  sincere  commiseration  for  those  people 
ire  sent  there — particularly,  the  second  time. 

[JE/Uer  a  Sbryant. 

SEBYAKT. 

demoiselle  de  Belle  Isle ! 

XADAKB  DB  YALCOITB. 

ly  do  you  announce  visitors  without  knowing 
ler  I  choose  to  receive  any  one  ? 

SSBYANX. 

adyship  had  said  this  morning  that—^ 

MADAHE  DE  YALCOUB. 

,  yes ;  but  I  did  not  wish  to  see  everybody  that 

BICHELIEI7. 

w,  my  dear,  dear  marchioness,  I  beseech  you — 

MADAME  DE  YALCOUB. 

certainly,  I  can  refuse  your  grace  nothing  I  Ad- 
be  lady. 

o  o  9 


MAUB»01Sei.m    1>E    BEU.I!    I^LX.  I 


HICDKUKF. 

You  'ro  ft  perfect  angel  \ 


MaDaMK  DK  TALCOrH. 

My  part  iii        i  1)      lesB  is  a  charniiiig  I'tie,  1 


Mademoiselle  de  Belle  tale! 

ffntcr  M  4DRII0ISGLLR  dr  Buu 


HASAIIB 

Pray  approach,  mademoiselle ! 

H\1>KM0I8RLLE   DB    BELLE    IBLK. 

How  kind  of  you,  madam,  to  receive  me  this, 
my  first  presenting  myself  at  your  door ! 


■;  VALCOUB. 

I  do  not  deserve  your  acknowledgments, 
moiselle;  they  are  due  to  his  Grace  tbe  Da 
Richelieu. 

MjkDKMOIBBLI};    DE   BELLE    ISLE. 

The  Duke  de  Richelieu ! 
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MAi>vMi:  M-:  VALCoru. 

H^*  assuri.*<l  me  thixi  the  business  Uj)on  which  yim 
oune  w:ls  most  pressing,  and  could  not  l>e  postponed. 

XADEllOIAKLLK    DK    HKLLK   ISLK. 

A  thousand  thanks  then,  Hrst  to  his  grace.  I  hod 
already  l>een  fortunate  enough  to  find  him  on  my  way 
to  Ver8aill«\s  whose  gates  were  opened  to  me  by  his 
influence;  it  seems  that  he  is  still  my  good  angel  ut 
Chsuitilly ;  but  let  me  also  thank  you,  madam,  whose 
grucious  reception  augurs  so  well  for  my  success. 

MADAME   HE   TALCOUB. 

You  muHt  now  tell  me,  in  what  I  can  be  useful  to 
you. 

VABEMOISXLLK  DK  BKLLK  I8LK. 

My  name  has  informed  you  who  I  am;  and  thin 
intrusion  must  explain  how  urgent  is  the  favour  I 
solicit.  My  father,  madam,  and  my  two  brothers, 
have  now  been  prisoners  three  years  in  tho  Bastile; 
my  father,  the  venerable  be«'id  of  a  noble  house,  ac- 
cused of  fraud,  embezzlement ;  my  brothers,  gentlemen 
and  soldiers,  implicated  in  a  charge  of  murder.  Oh, 
madam !  you  must  see  yourself  at  once,  that  thei«e 
tilings  cannot  be  tnie ;  and  yet,  for  three  long  years 
have  I  remained  alone  to  console  and  support  my 
mother,  vainly  hoping  that  justice  would,  at  last,  l>e 
granted  them.    At  length  my  mother  died,  and  I  found 
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myi  lone  in  the  wide  world  ;  on  one  haod,  •  prixii; 
OQ  tbe  other,  a  grave  I  Theo,  ma*lani,  I  set  forth  aiau 
to  seek  redress,  under  the  saf^uurd  of  my  tiiisfarttmf& 


9  I  BEUX  ISIS. 

To  see  tbe  /  Frejus ;  to  throw  niysdf 

at  the  king's  feet, 

UASAItB  DE  TALCOFB. 

^  WeU? 

MADEHOIBKLLE  OB  BSLLX  ISLE. 

Well,  madam,  I  have  been  denied  redress  alike  Inr 
both ;  bj  the  archbishop,  because  he  said,  political  a6ain 
in  no  way  concerned  him  ;  by  the  king,  who,  engraw^ 
by  the  pleasures  of  his  age,  is  ignorant  even  of  the 
exiBtence  of  those  who  are  persecuted  in  hie  n 
At  length  I  was  sent  hither,  to  present  my  petiti<n  to 
the  Ihike  de  Bourbon;  and  I  determined  to  appeal 
to  you,  madam — ^^^Jy?  Because  you  are  a  woman; 
because,  terrified  at  my  lonely  and  unprotected  position, 
a  stranger  at  court,  and  unused  to  all  its  observance^ 
trembling  at  every  momeut  lest  I  should  commit  soma 
imprudence,  or  be  guilty  of  some  breach  of  etiquette, 
I  felt  as  if  I  should  be  safe  at  once,  could  I  bat  xppai 
to  the  feelings  of  a  woman. 
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niciiKLipir. 
And  you  were  very  right,  madam ;  her  ladyship  will 
do  everything  in  her  power  for  you,  I  dare  be  sworn. 

8KB V ANT  (announcuit/). 

His  Grace  the  Duke  d'Aumont!  the  Chevalier 
d'Auvray ! 

RICnSUEU. 

The  devil  take  them  both  I 

MADAME   DS  VALCOUB. 

You  sec,  madam,  in  spito  of  the  interest  which  I 
cannot  but  feel  for  you,  I  am  under  the  necessity  of 
receiving  company;  some  other  time  we  will  resume 
UuB  conversation. 

MADSMOISKLLK  DE   BKLLK  ISLE. 

Some  other  time !  Oh,  madam !  sliall  I  ever  find 
you  again  thus  gracious  and  condescending?  Uood 
Heavens!  I  have  yet  so  much  to  urge,  tliat  would 
convince  your  mind  and  touch  your  heart;  who  can 
a«ure  me  that  I  shall  be  permitted  to  see  you  even 
some  other  time,  and  that  before  to-morrow,  the  per- 
secutors of  my  wretched  family  may  not  have  nuwle 
me  an  enemy  in  her,  whom  I  implore  to-day  as  my 
redeeming  angel ! 

MADAME   DK   VALCOl'B. 

Really,  I  am  very  much  embarrassed ;  I  should  be 
too  happy  to  give  you  my  undivided  attention ;  but — 
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BICnBUBT. 

ell,  my  dear  marchioDcsa,  there  is  one  iray  of 
airangiug  tbis  business ;  retire  to  yoor  own  apartmorl 
with  mademoiselle,  and  I  will  receive  tliese  geotlemeii. 


kLcoim. 
Your  grace  is  r  "ging;  praj  do  the  honouB 

for   me,   and   do  nuoiaelle,   nccompauy  rae 

where  we  shall  I  ed. 

MADRJIOISBIXB  DB  XSLLK  lalX. 

Heaven   surely   inspired    me    wheu    I   eought   yoii.    ' 
madara ;  and  Heaven  will  reward  you  both,  for  my  poor 
thanks  are  all  I  have  to  offer. 


Nothing  can  be  better  !  I  release  the  father  and  the 
brothers  from  the  Bostile ;  and  as  a  good  action  is  neva 
um-ewarded,  I  shall  have  my  reward,  or  there 's  no 
such  thing  as  justice  extant.  Show  in  the  geotlemen' 
{T%ey  come  in).     Good  morning,  duke! 


Good  morning ! 

aicnELiEc. 

Ah  1  my  dear  chevalier !  I  have  not  seen  you,  I  tfaini, 

since  the  day  wheu  the  Couut  Kuianuel  of  Bavaria  au'l 
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myself  were  just  going  to  cut  each  other's  throats,  and 
you  interfered,  and  arrested  me — ^yes,  faith^  arrested 
me — and  by  order  of  our  Lords  Marshals  of  France. 
Here 's  my  hand ;  I  owe  you  no  grudge  for  it. 

D*AUVRAY. 

You  're  of  a  forgiving  disposition ;  and  I  can  under- 
stand your  owing  me  no  grudge  for  saving  you  some 
ugly  gash  or  other.  But  the  question  is,  whether  we 
shall  forgive  you  for  being  here,  t6te-a-tete  for  the  last 
hour  with  the  marchioness,  while  we  are  not  admitted 
even  to  kiss  the  hem  of  her  petticoat. 

D*AX7M0NT. 

Pray,  has  she  delegated  her  powers  to  you,  and  are 
you  to  treat  with  us  instead  of  the  fair  lady  ? 

BICHELXEU. 

Precisely — and  I  shall  profit  by  my  present  dignity, 
^nd  give  you,  D'Aumont,  a  piece  of  advice. 

d'axtmont. 
Well,  what  is  it  ? 

BICHELIET7. 

Now,  my  dear  fellow,  it  pleased  God  to  make  you  a 

Nobleman  of  the  first  family;  it  pleased  the  king  to 

csreate  you  duke  and  peer  of  the  realm ;  the  Duchess  of 

Orleans  got  your  ribbon  for  you ;  your  wife  had  you 
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lain  in  the  guardu ;  1  installed  you  knigfat  af 
Si  ijouis,  for  by  that  same  token,  I  had  to  kias  yoo  at 
that  august  ceremonj.  Now,  seeing  that  ao  much  hus 
been  done  for  you  by  others,  do,  my  dear  fellow,  shave 
your  chin,  and  do  soc""^""    'or  yourself. 


What  absurd  sti  rae  the  way  we  all  wore 

our  beards   duri  cy,  and   it   wa^  thought 

charmiug  then  ;  changed,  but  the  women 

have  got  some  new  leir  heads  about  us.    The 

devil  take  all  fashions !  Everybody  has  n't  been  blessed, 
like  you,  with  the  faculty  of  conforming  to  every  whim 
of  the  hour ;  nobody  but  Frousac  could  have  become 
Richelieu.  But  I  think  even  you  will  be  puzzled  to 
follow  the  prevailing  fashion  of  the  day — the  improved 
morality  of  society,  as  our  philosophers  say. 

KlCHKLIEr. 

Pray,  my  dear  D'Auvray,  are  our  ladies  really  become 
so  t«rribly  virtuous  as  I  am  told  they  are  ? 

It 's  incredible,  but  a  most  melancholy  truth.  For- 
merly, as  you  know,  the  universal  custom  was,  that  a 
woman  had  one  confessor  and  two  lovers  at  a  time; 
now,  would  you  believe  it,  they  've  reversed  the  foabios, 
and  they  have  only  one  lover  and  two  chaplains.  It's 
really  a  frightful  state  of  society ! 
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BICHELIBir. 

Oh  I  come^  nonsense ;  you  always  take  gloomy  views 
of  things. 

d'aumont. 
Upon  my  soul  it 's  true !     He  has  it  from  the  best 
authority,  too — ^his  own  wife ! 

d'axtvbat. 
No,  you  mistake,  D'Aumont,  I  had  it  from  yours. 

d'aumokt. 
Then  it  *8  sure  to  be  true. 

BICHELIEn. 

How  unfortunate  I  am,  to  be  deprived  of  such  authen- 
tic sources  of  information — ^wretched  widower  1 

d'aumont. 
You,  a  widower !     Why,  when  were  you  married  ? 

BICKELIEn. 

So  long  ago,  that  I  Ve  almost  forgotten  it 

d'auvkay. 
A^Tiere  is  your  wife  ? 

BICIEBLIETT. 

Um !  I  don't  exactly  know.     Sweet  creature — lovely 
woman — died  in  her  convent  before  we  could  even  be 
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alCHRLIBD. 

The  Duke  de  Bourbon  is  invited  to  Rambodllet,  Id 
join  the  Idag's  hunt,  I  understand. 


Oh,  yes — he  is  in  our  there  than  ever;  tliB 

archbishop's  scale  is  id  threatens  to  kick  A* 

beam ;  so  that  wo  art  g  of  France. 

AI.L. 

We  kiss  the  hand  of  your  inajesty ! 


Come,  Monsieur  I'Abb^ ;  how  do  you  think  I  canj 
it? 


Most  wonderfully ! 

IViey  all  kiu  her  handr  the  eourUtte*,  andgoaid. 


Now,  just  look  there !  What  were  we  telling  yon, 
Richelieu  ? — there  goes  Madame  de  Valcour  to  mass,  with 
her  priest  on  one  side,  and  her  prayerbook  on  the  other. 
I  declare  the  women  are  possessed  with  the  devil  of 
devotion. 

aiOHKLIBU. 

In  spite  of  which — come  now,  a  wager  I 
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b'auybat. 
What  is  it? 

RICHELIEI7. 

I  'm  in  want  of  a  thousand  louis.  D'Aumont  is  too 
miserly  to  lend  them,  you  are  too  prodigal  to  have 
them ;  now,  I  '11  win  five  himdred  from  each  of  you,  in 
a  fair  wager. 

d'axtmont. 
With  all  my  heart ! 

d'auvbat. 
And  mine ! 

BICHSLIBU. 

You  both  insist  that^  during  my  absence,  the  women 
here  have  all  become  furiously  virtuous  ? 

d'aumont. 
It  is  our  sincere  and  very  sad  opinion. 

BICHELIEn. 

Very  well !  Now,  mind,  D'Aumont — ^mind,  D'Auvray. 
I  bet  —  I,  Duke  de  Richelieu  —  that  I  will  obtain  a 
private  interview  of  the  very  first  maid,  wife,  or  widow 
that  we  see,  either  here  or  as  we  leave  the  palace,  and 
that  within  the  next  four-and-twenty  hours. 

d'auvray. 

Stop  a  bit ;  let 's  be  precise,  if  you  please ;  a  love 
meeting? 


dear  fellow,  I  leave  all  other  meetings  to  nay  me 


A  rendezTot: 
A  rendezvous. 

And  where  8  Jace  ? 


I 


Why,  in  the  lady's  chamber,  if  you  like. 


At  what  time  ? 

aiCHELiEu. 
Midnight,  if  that  suits  you. 

D'ACYttAT. 

And  how  shall  the  thing  be  proved  ? 

BICHRLIBir. 

Nothing  easier  in  life — I  'II  throw  a  note  out  at  t 
window  myself  to  you. 

d'acmont  a)td  d'actbat. 
Done  I 
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RIOHELTETT. 

Now,  you  understand  perfectly ;  a  woman — the  first 
maid,  wife,  or  widow  that  we  see,  either  in  the  palace, 
or  as  we  leave  it.  Oh !  on  one  condition,  however ;  the 
lady  must  bo  handsome. 

d'auvbat. 
Oh,  certainly! 

d'aumont. 

Here,  look  1  look  1  look  1  Gentlemen !  here  comes  a 
woman  through  the  gallery ! 

[Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  passes  thrauffh  the  back  of  the  stage. 

BICHELIEU. 

Mademoi^lle  de  Belle  Isle  I 

d'auvray. 
Aha !  this  does  n't  look  so  promising — eh,  Richelieu  ? 

d'aijmont. 
I  'm  afraid  you  do  n't  feel  so  sure  of  oiur  money. 

mcHELiEr. 
Gentlemen,  I  shall  win  it,  depend  on 't ! 

d'auvray. 
A  thousand  louis,  then  ! 

H  H 


D'AraioNT  (etnniuf  firtrartl). 
One  moment,  geutlemen — III  hold  the  Btakes,  if  jut 


With  your  grace's  pi 


And  why,  may 


Because,  gentlemes,  I  hare  a  small  interest  in  this 
wager  tea  In  three  days  I  was  to  marry  that  lady  whtm 
bis  grace  of  Richelieu  has  undertaken  to  difihononr 
within  the  four-and-twenty  hours  I 


END  OF   TITS    FIRST   ACT. 
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ACT  IL 

Scene  1. 

The  same  scene  as  m  tke  First  Act, 

m 

Enter  Maj)ake  de  Valcoub  and  Richelieu. 

MADAME  DB  VALCOUB. 

And  you  have  laid  such  a  wager  ? 

BICHELIEU. 

Even  so ! 

MADAME  DE  TALCOUB. 

What  madness  I 

RICHELIEU. 

I  Ve  no  reputation  for  wisdom  to  lose. 

MADAME  DE  VALCOUB. 

Your  wager 's  lost,  depend  upon  it ! 

BICHELIEU. 

I  have  yet  till  to-morrow  morning,  at  eleven  o'clock ; 
:  's  only  now  jast  five  in  the  afternoon. 

MADAME  DE  YALCOFB. 

Who  betted  against  you  ? — who  held  the  stakes  ? 

BICHELIEU. 

I  '11  tell  you  all  that  when  I  've  won.    Now  you  must 
eep  your  promise. 

MADAME  D£  VALOOUB. 

What  promise  ? 


UADKMOISELLE   DE    BEIXK    l»\A  I 


To  assist  me  in  my  undertaking. 


KASAKX   BX   TALCOUB. 

Crood  Heavens  1   but   if    I    could    have  coucei 
however — 


Oh  I  no  backiDg  out     t  depend  upon  you. 


If ASAn  SB 

Well,  you  may  do  eo. 

BICHELIEU. 

It  'a  very  strange ;  you  say  that  in  sncli  an  odJ 
of  way— 

UADAME    D£    VALCOrR. 

Dear  ine,  what  sort  of  way  ?     Of  course  1  shall 
my  word. 

Well,  good-bye.     I  'm  iiff  to  reconnoitre  my  grw 

MADAMK,    hK    V\U'cirTl. 

Where  does  she  lodge  ? 


At  the  Sun ;   a  good  house,  kept   by  a  wortl 
rascal,   whose  forefathers    have  pliiiiderc<l     oui^ 
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out  of  mind ;  and  who  now  treads  in  his  ancestor's  steps 
most  conscientiously.  I  can  make  him  do  anything 
I  please. 

MADAME  DB  YALCOUB. 

You  will  be  back  soon,  for  the  Duke  de  Bourbon  has 
despatches  for  you  this  morning. 

RICHELIEU. 

Oh,  yes ;   besides,  I  must  tell  you  how  the  aflFair 

prospers.     Adieu ! 

[Exit. 

MAD^VME  DK  YALCOim. 

How  the  affair  prospers  1  I  'm  glad  his  grace  has  so 
fairly  taken  me  into  his  alliance  on  this  occasion, 
however.  Depends  upon  me  for  assistance,  too,  as  well 
as  sympathy.  At  any  rate,  I  can  promise  him  quite  as 
much  of  the  one  as  the  other. 

[Enter  Monsieur  de  Kosanne. 
Well,  what  do  you  think  of  this  wager  ? 

R08ANKE. 

I  am  petrified  at  such  cold-blooded  profligacy. 
Doubtless,  madam,  you  were  unable  to  restrain  your 
just  indignation,  and  overwhelmed  his  grace  with 
merited  reproaches. 


UADGHOimLLB  DE  BKIXB   ISLK. 


XAnAXK   PB    TAIfOrB. 

So  &r  from  any  such  thing,  my  dear  ubb^  I  lisWrt  I 
to  him  with  the  most  cordial  interest ;  and  bave,  a 
over,  promised  to  assist  him  with  ait  my  power. 


Some  indirectnei 
ntuation  its  yours ; 
this  interesting  you 


pardoned  in  »:>  di&iciOt  i 
of  course,  you  will  *m 


HAD.  TALCOCB. 

No  8uch  thing  1      She  ia  far   too   interesting,  tw 

innocent,  too  sacredly  free  from  knowledge,  or  erin 
suspicion  of  evil,  to  be  shocked  by  any  such  revel*- 
tions.  No,  she  shall  know  none  of  the  dangers  thtt 
surround  h(?r,  and  yet  she  shall  escape  them  all ;  or  wil, 
coun^e,  and  cunning  shall  have  forsaken  me  for  et«. 
The  duke  shall  lose  his  wager,  my  dear  abb^;  and  thJ 
charming  young  creature  shall  never  know  of  Low  riW 
an  attempt  she  has  been  made  the  object.  My  spirit 
roused  aliki?  by  the  difficulty  of  my  enterprise  andiu 
interest.  I  promise  you  we  shall  obtain  a  glorii 
victory;  ami  my  scapegrace  husband  shall  yet  ackuo*- 
ledge  that  there  are  women  in  the  world  who  are  tiw 
to  themsflvfs  and  loyal  to  each  other. 

HKRVANI. 

Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle. 
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XADAKE  DB  YALOOtJB. 

Oh,  most  fortunate  I    Show  her  in ! 

aOSANNS. 

I  leave  you,  my  dear  madam.  You  wear  an  air  of 
triumph  already,  that  makes  me  almost  sure  of  your 
success.  Heaven  grant  our  hopes  their  full  accom- 
plishment I  [ExU. 

[Enter  Madexoisbllb  de  Belle  Isle. 

MADAICE  de  VALCOUB. 

Come,  my  dear  child ! 

MADEMOISELLE  DB  BELLE  ISLE. 

Pardon  this  early  intrusion,  madam,  but  my  anxiety 
is  uncontrollable.  Have  you  seen  the  Duke  de 
Bourbon  ? 

MADAME  DE  VALCOUB. 

I  have ;  but  my  application  to  him  on  your  behalf 
was  far  from  successful. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

0  Heavens ! 

MADAME  DB  VALCOUB. 

The  duke  is  strongly  prejudiced,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
against  your  family. 


Unfortimate  that  I  am  I    0  mddam,  would  Ha 
but  iiiBpiri-  me  with  the  power  of  convincing  you ! 


I  am  convinced,  my  ar,  already ;  but  that  it 
the  queelion,  Monsieui  tie  Bourbon,  you  see — SO 
moment ;  an  idea  occurs  to  roe.  There  is  a  pirrson, 
liaa  the  greatest  influence  over  him,  who,  if  be  m 
but  take  up  your  affair,  I  am  sure  would  sacceei 
carrying  it  through  triumphantly. 

UADF.UOIBELLF.  DR  BELLE  I3LI!. 

Oh !  who  ?  where  ?  how  can  I  find  this  person?  1 
nie,  that  I  may  fly — 

UAUAMR  DB  VALCUDB. 

You  need  not  fly,  child,  be  ia  here  at  Chaiitilly.  ft 
by  the  by,  what  am  I  thinking  of?  You  know  ha 
it  is  Monsieur  de  Kicbelieii. 

MADSKOIHBLLE  DK  BBLLH:  lAL^ 

Then,  indeed,  I  am  sure  of  sueccss !  liis  goodoS' 
me  at  Versailles  and  here,  madam,  thia  moroiiij- 
you  remember,  tlie  extreme  kiudnesM  of  his  mannt*' 

MAD.IMK    hV.    VALCOril. 

Oh,  yes,  I  remember.  Well,  your  beat  way  nSl 
til  write  (o  bim.  i 
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MADKlfOniKLLK  Dli  BKLLK  IBLR. 

How  very  fortunate !  I  bave  hod  the  verjeame  idea 
myAi^lf.  You  ativine  mu  to  write-  to  him,  madam,  and 
I  bave  iilremly  di>ut>  so. 

HADAXK   UK  YALCum. 

BIcsa  me  I     Have  jou  sent  the  letter? 

NAtlKVOtKRLLIt   DB  BELLK    nUE. 

1  >li,  no,  intulaiii !  I  have  bruuj^ht  it  to  you,  to  request 
y>>u  to  look  ut  it;  to  ask  )uti  whether  yuu  think  it 
Iir<i[)er  that  I  nhould  solicit  an  interview  with  Sluuiiieur 
de  Itichelieu. 

MAUAXE  DE  TALCOt'R. 

(<-lft(4f<;) — Chnrmiiig  cruature  I  I  am  half  in  love  witli 
my  own  rivid  I  {Alvtcl) — Certainly,  my  dear  child;  the 
Kicrednoiiii  of  yuiir  tiiutive  isLields  you  from  all  ill  inter- 
[iretiition. 

M  ADKXIIHKLLE  DK  liKLLE  18LB. 

1  thought  it  might  do  bo,  madam. 

XADAMK  [IK  VAIAX'VB. 

Ilividc:*,  ymi  may,  if  you  please,  apitoiut  him  here, 
iu  this  very  aiwirtmcnt. 

Hll»:X<ilMKLUl  IIK  BKLLK  IMLK. 

Oh*  ifyniwouhl  hut  p<-niiit  it  'f  Where  can  I  tiemltu 
him  ?  1 1  mailam !  how  kind,  how  good,  h»w  ctiiiiiith'nite 
v<iu  lire ' 
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MAOAim    DE    VALCOtm. 

But,  bless  me'  how  came  I  not  to  think  of  itbcfnn'! 
how  incoDeiderate  I  have  been  1  Vou  are  alone  d 
Ohantillj,  I  tliink  you  told  me? 

HaDJ  S  BELLK  13I.E. 

Alas,  madam,  qu 

!  ALCOtlB. 

Staying  at  an  ho  ^^Ji  ™y  dear,  that  is  in 

itself  a  most  objectionable     .uation  for  a  yuung  woman 
of  family.     You  cannot  possibly  stay  alone  in  an  botti 

UADKMOISBLLB  DE  DEU.E  ISLE. 

Alas,  madam,  I  know  nobody  at  Chantilly. 

MID.UIR  DB  TALCOim. 

Forgetful ! — except  myself.  Now,  when  I  nndertAke 
a  business,  my  dear,  it  is  ray  principle  to  see  it  throii^li. 
and  that  successfully,  too.  I  have  pledged  myself  6) 
your  cause,  and  I  am  determined  to  gain  it  for  youl 
And,  as  the  first  step  in  the  matter,  we  will  besiege 
Monsieur  de  Bourbon.  I  will  introduce  the  enenij 
into  the  citadel ;  you  ahaU  lodge  here. 

M.iDEMorar.LLK  de  uelle  isle. 

M'hat   have  I  done   to  deserve  so  much   kindnfs? 

I,  who  trembled  at  the  bare  thought    of  demsndiif 
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your  protection.   But,  indeed,  my  dear  madam,  I  can- 
not put  you  to  80  much  inconvenience. 

MADAME  DE  YALCOin!, 

Inconvenience !  nonsense,  child !  You  shall  have  these 
two  rooms  and  the  small  library  adjoining;  I  shall 
simply  install  myself  in  the  suite  of  apartments  beyond, 
that 's  all ;  and  we  shall  be  next  door  to  each  other,  and 
excellent  neighbours  I  am  sure. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Oh,  madam!  Good  Heavens!  If  you  could  but 
know  what  balm  your  kindness  pours  into  my  heart. 
Oh !  I  feel  80  sure,  so  sure  that  if  you  but  will  it, 
all  things  will  turn  out  fortunately  for  me ! 

MADAME  DE  VALCOUB. 

I  hope  I  have  made  a  good  beginning ;  and  when  we 
are  once  fairly  leagued,  and  side  by  side,  it  shall  go 
bard,  my  fair  petitioner,  if  we  do  not  repair  all  past 
misfortunes  and  prevent  all  future  ones.  But  let  us 
lose  no  time ;  return  to  your  hotel,  and  have  all  your 
things  brought  here  immediately. 

[Shetinffs;  Mariette  enters. 
See  if  one  of  the  carriages  is  ready;  go  with  made- 
moiselle to  her  lodging,  and  reipain  to  assist  her.     In 
the  meantime,  my  dear,  I  shall  send  your  note  to  the 
duke. 


PHHHHI 

4 

ILVDEStOISELLE    HE   BELLE   ISLE.                ACT  U. 

JiiBESIoWELUl  DK  BELLH  ISLK. 

How 

can  I  thunk  you  ?  {Attempts  ta  km  her  AmA)  1 

MADASli   UE  VALCOCT*.                                                        | 

Nods 

enso!   Whe' 

bout?   {Kleses  Ker  fvrtr- 

head.) 

You  wil 

vhea  you  come  back. 
Ht  MiJ)K](DisELLR  HE  Bnu 
Isle  imd  SLuums. 

Upon  I 

uy  word, 

ing  half  so   imprudent, 

as  a  yoiing  girl'i 

3y  simply  changing  tw 

words 

n 

this  letici, 

de  Richelieu,  with  th* 

excellent  opinion  he  has  of  himself,  would  presently 
discover  what  certainly  was  never  meant  in  it.  M; 
dear  hushand,  you  were  gallantly  complaioing  just 
now  that  you  did  not  know  my  handwriting ;  so  mucli 
the  better,  for  we  shall  very  probably  have  a  long  cor- 
respondence together,  under  cover  of  Mademoiselle  de 
Belle  Isle.  I  shall  go  and  rewrite  this  dangerous  epistle 
forthwith.  [•E^i 

[Emler  BlCHELtEF- 
BlCHELISr. 

My  tavern-keeper  is  either  stupid,  or,  what's  worse, 
honest '  I  'm  not  sure  that  he  understood  me ;  or  he  is 
an  accomplished  aasumer  of  innocence.  If  I  only  kne^ 
her  room,  there  might,  be  some  condemned  door;  the 
greatest  conveniences  in  life  are  those  rame  condemned 
doors.   Bytho  hy,I  wonder  if  ourgaymaj-chionesskncwf 
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anything  of  the  pass  behind  the  tapestry  that  Monsieur 

de  Bourbon  so  ingeniously  contrived  for  himself,  years 

ago,  in  this  very  room.      Let's  see — let's  see — the 

marchioness  is  a  very  strange  woman  1     Hereabouts,  I 

think  it  was,  and— though  the  acknowledged  favourite 

of  the  prime  minister — or  hereabouts,  or — and  a  woman 

of  decided  talent,  she  does  not  seem  to  take  half  the 

advantage  of  her  admirable  position  that  she  might,  and 

many  women   would ;  for  instance,  this  secret  door — 

where  the  devil  is  it  ? 

[Enter  Madame  de  Valcour. 

MADAME    DE  VALCOUB. 

My  dear  duke,  what  are  you  about  with  my  poor  old 
tapestry? 

RICHELIEU. 

{Aaide) — I  wonder,  now,  if  she  does  know  of  the  door  ? 
she  looks  so  confoundedly  unconscious  I  (Aloud)  Nothing, 
oh,  nothing  1  I  was  admiring  this  part  of  the  work — 
Gobelins,  magnificent !  But,  my  dear  marchioness,  I  am 
in  high  spirits ! 

MADAME  DE   VALCOUR. 

Well,  come ;  I  will  put  you  in  still  better  humour. 
Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  has  just  left  me.  She  had 
been  looking  everywhere  for  you,  and  not  finding  you, 
requested  me  to  give  you  this  note. 

RICnELIEU. 

Good  gracious,  you  amaze  me  I     AMiat  does  she  want  ? 


HADEMOISELLS    DE    BEIXK    ISLK. 

1  ratber  think  an  interriew  with  yon. 

mcHixiBr. 
How  very  luckj  '     '  '      t  to  ask  one  with  b«r. 


JOQVB. 

Yoli  see  good  f*.  mert  you. 


■n  wr.     I 


or  this  happy  chance  ? 


Oh,  to  your  own  merit,  of  course  E  Id  the  first  place, 
then,  I  rather  think  she  has  been  told  that  you  had 
great  influence  with  Monsieur  de  Bourbon,  and  iihe 
wants  you  to  employ  it  in  her  behalf. 

RICEEUKC. 

Too  happy,  'pon  my  life,  to  do  anything  for  her ;  aod, 
do  you  know,  I  have  spoken  to  him  about  the  busiDess 
already,  but  I  found  him  very  ill-disposed  about  it. 

MADAIEE  KB  vamwcr. 
Will  you  excuse  me  one  moment.     I  am  going  to  gire 
this  room  up  to  a  friend,  and  must  have  Bume  measure 
taken  about  it. 

BICHEUBU. 

Don't  mind  me,  my  dear  marchioness  I 

\_Erit  MaBAXB   DB   VALCOrB. 

And  now  let's  see  what  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  huto 
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o  me  !  {Beads) — *  Would  his  Grrace  the  Duke  de 
3lieu  have  the  condescension  to  bestow  upon 
3moiseIle  de  Belle  Isle,  at  his  earliest  convenience, 
ivour  of  a  few  moments'  conversation? ' — ^The  favour 
be  mine — mine — charming  creature!  Upon  my 
these  rustic  beauties  have  the  loveliest  simplicity 
yle ! — *  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  ventures  to  hope 
she  has  not  reckoned  in  vain  upon  his  grace's  kind 
iction;  in  return  for  which  she  promises  him 
dless  gratitude.' — ^It's  a  bargain,  my  charming 
ioner  1  You  shall  have  ray  protection,  and  I  your 
dless  gratitude!  JiCt's  see — let's  see.  Somehow, 
note  is  written  in  a  remarkably  clear  and  steady 
!  Um!  uml  there's  something  in  Madame 
alcour's  manner,  too,  in  all  this  business,  which 
8  to  me  rather  suspicious.  Stop  a  bit,  Bichelieu, 
friend ;  don't  be  taken  in  if  you  can  help  it  1 
marchioness  gave  me  this  note ;  let  us  make  sure 
Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  really  wrote  it.  Here 
s !  Why,  damn  it,  the  girl 's  seized  with  a  trem- 
f  at  sight  of  me  ! 

[Enter  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

irdon  me,  my  lord  duke,  but  I  cannot  command 
imotion  which  your  presence  excites  in  me. 

RICHELIEU. 

id  how  may  I  interpret  this  emotion,  madam  ? 


MADEM0I8ELUI  KE   BKIXC   iei,t. 


UADEXOIBELLB  DB  BELLE  tSLK. 

Tis  most  natural,  and  easily  to  be  accounte>l  fiT,  nn 
lord.  I  cannot  look  upon  you  without  thinking  Urf 
you  are,  perhaps,  the  man  destined  to  end  all  my  iiw> 
fortunes.  Can  it  *^  -!">"'".  alone  that  se<:-ins  (a  Ian 
la,  aa  it  were,  on  pnipi* 


brought  you  back  1 
to  aesiBt  me,  first  i 
The  unfortunate  are 
and  perhaps  you  y 
slight  belief  in  prese 


be 


i,  and  now  at  ChantrHr! 
superstitious,  niyloH: 
not  exempt  from  «or  j 


RlC&ELIBIr. 

I  believe  in  them  firmly,  and  have  done  so,  partito- 
larly  for  the  last  three  days;  and  Bhall  be  oniellT 
disappointed  if  mine  do  not  prove  true. 

1IASEU0I3ELLE  DB  B8LLE  IBLE. 

The  marchioness  was  good  enough,  I  beliorr,  «" 
deliver  a  note  to  your  grace. 

BirHBiJi:c. 
■Which,  she  informed  me,  was  from  you.     I  am  in- 
finitely obliged  to  Madame  de  Valcuur — for,  ofwunt 
she  suggested  to  you  the  idea  of  applying  to  me. 


No,  my  lord  duke — I  wili  be  candid  with  you.  Ih 
thought  of  addressing  your  grace  before  I  spoke  to  b< 
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You  miist  blame  yourself  for  my  importunity.  I  could 
not  believe  that  you  would  refuse  to  fulfil  hopes  which 
your  own  gracious  condescension  excited.  Ah  I  my 
lord,  you  are  all  powerful  here — you  know  the  object  of 
my  entreaties — the  freedom  of  my  &ther  and  my 
brothers;  the  salvation  of  a  noble  family  is  in  your 
hands. 

RICUKLIEU. 

No  exertion  shall  be  wanting  on  my  part,  believe  it, 
madam,  in  order  that  your  filial  devotion  may  find  its 
just  reward.  But  you  mistake ;  I  am  not  all  powerful 
here,  and  what  you  demand  depends  upon  a  higher 
will  than  mine.  I  can  but  be  the  mediator  between 
beauty  and  power ;  but  give  me  a  written  memorial  of 
your  petition — write  it  yourself,  even  as  you  speak,  with 
the  ^me  enchanting  eloquence  of  feeling,  the  same 
irresistible  soul,  and  I  will  present  it  myself  to  the 
Duke  de  Bourbon  this  very  day. 

[Enter  Footman. 

FOOTMAN. 

The  despatches  which  his  grace  was  waiting  for  are 
ready. 

BICHELIEXT. 

A  thousand  pardons,  I  must  leave  you  for  an  instant. 
Here  is  everything  necessary  for  writing — sit  down  and 
draw  up  your  petition ;  in  three  minutes  I  will  return 
for  \U 

I  I 


ItASEMOISIJIJ^   DB    BKIXK   ISi^ 

How  Bboll  I  ever  thank  yoa  us  I  ought  ? 

By  allowing  me  Ihr-  *•*'-  -''  your  frieml. 

HAin  (  DEI.L&  latx. 

Oh  !  Div  lord  duk 


Write,  my  dear  m  ttc  !     The  devil  *s  in  itfl 

I  doD't  find  out  so,  whether  she  wrote  that  note,  or  not 

[Ei-eual  UcKE  and  FooaU. 

MADKUOISBLLE    DE    BKLLE    laLK. 

Good   heavens!   how   deceived   have  I  been  in  mj 
notion  of  the  court !     How  was  I  warned,  that  I  should   j 
meet  with  nothing  but  envy,  malice,  and  n'icke<^€^' 
I  have  only  yet  applied  to  two  persons,  and  one  is  ss 
a  dear  friend,  and  the  other  as  a  brother  to  me. 


[Enter  Uadaxe  de  VaLCouk. 


XADAKB  DB  VAUOra. 

VTiat  are  you  doing,  child  ? 


Oh  !  is  it  you  ? — You  see,  I  am  making  out  a  mennorial 
to  the  prime  minister,  by  the  direction  of  3I«nsteut 
de  Richelieu,  who  is  coming  back  for  it  immevliatciy, 
and  has  imilertakeu  to  present  it  himself. 


1 
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MADAME  DE  YALC017B. 

(Aside) — Oho  I  he  suspects  something,  I  see.  {Alotui) 
— Let  me  see,  my  dear,  how  you  set  about  it.  Oh !  this 
will  never  do.  There  are  certain  forms  of  expression, 
usual  in  these  sort  of  petitions — here,  get  up — I'll  do  it 
for  you. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE   ISLE. 

Are  you  not  afraid,  madam,  that  the  Duke  de  Bourbon 
may  recognize  your  hand  ? 

MADAME   DE  YALCOUR. 

Well,  child,  suppose  he  does,  do  you  think  that  is 
likely  to  injure  your  cause  ?  Come,  give  me  your  place ! 
NTow,  what  are  your  father's  names? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Charles  Louis  Auguste  de  Fouqu& 


MADAME   DK   VALCOUR. 

His  titles  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE   BELLE  ISLE. 

Duke  of  Gisors,  Marquis  of  Belle  Isle,  Earl  Vernon 
and  Andelys. 

MADAME  DE  V  VLCOITI. 

What  is  your  brothers'  rank  ? 

XI  2 


HADF.MOISBLLG    DB   BKI.LB    ISLE. 


Odc  is  captain,  and  the  other,  UeuteDant  in  thr  ktng'V 


H.^niuB    ..B   VALCOPB. 

How  long  have  t  □  confinement  ? 


XADEM  e   BELLE  ISLR. 

My  father,  for  thr  ;  my  hrothera,  for  the  Isd 


&fteeu  months. 


HADunt  I 

Very  good ;  we  will  set  all  these  poor  prisoners  free, 
depend  upon  it! 

1IAI1EX018ELLK  DB  BELIE  ISLE. 

0  madam,  God  grant  you  may  speak  tnie ! 

HADAItS   DE    VALCOITR. 

Now,  my  dear,  there  is  your  petition,  properly  dr>n 
up. 

[Enltr  MAUxm. 

IL^filETTB. 

Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle's  bedchamber  is  endielj 
ready,  madam,  whenever  she  chooses  to  take  possesdon 

of  it 

[Erit. 

MAVAVZ  KB  TALCOra. 

Very  well. 

I 
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lEnter  Richeldsu;  he  iCops  at  th§  door. 

RICHELIEU. 

Together — humph  I 

MADAME   DS  VALCOUR. 

The  duke  !  {aits  down  and  reads.) 

RICHELIEn. 

A  thousand  pardons !     I  am  afraid  I  have  kept  you 
waitdng — 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  I8LB. 

No  excuses,  my  lord,  pray ;  the  petition  is  but  this 
moment  finished,  and  now  if  you  will  take  charge  of 


RICHELIEU. 

Certainly.  {Aside — looking  at  it) — ^The  same  hand- 
writing—  the  note  was  from  her!  {Aloud) — I  hope, 
madam,  you  will  permit  me  to  come  and  inform  you, 
to-day,  of  the  success  our  petition  meets  with  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

You  must  ask  the  marchioness,  sir ;  it  is  her  per- 
mission  you   must   obtain,   since   she  has   been   good 
'  enough  to  give  me  a  lodging  in  the  palace  as  long  as  I 
remain  in  Chantilly.     She  actually  has  had  the  goodness 
to  give  up  her  own  apartment  to  me. 


i 


Aha  I — really ' — ^indeed !    So,  marcliioQess,  the  bint 
you  were  expecting — 


Was  Mademoise 
You  must  perceiv 
extremely  improper, 
young  lady  in  her  p- 
remain  at  an  hotel. 


<lle  Is]e,  my  dear  dttkel 
re.  At  once,  yonrwlf,  hat 
n  imprudcDt,  it  na  lor  t 
iloae  and  unprotectei^  tii: 


Oh,  certainly,  certainly — and  yon  were  quite  right, 
my  dear  lady,  and  it  really  is  very  kind  and  cousiderale 
of  you.  But  I  hope  I  may  be  permitted,  nevertheless, 
to  inform  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  of  the  fate  of  my 
attempts  in  her  favour. 


Bless  me  I  of  course ;  she  is  at  home  here,  and  I 
hope  will  feel  herself  so,  and  receive  you  whenever  ^be 
thinks  proper. 


lllCITEIJEU. 

Then,  madam,  I  entreat  that  f ivour  o 


3  moreof  juu. 


U.UIHMOISKLLK    HE   BHLLK    ISLE. 

Come  when  you   will,  sir;  your  grace  will  ever  be 
looked  for  as  a  friend,  and  welcomed  as  a  benefactor. 
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RICHELIRU. 

I  may  not  be  able  to  see  the  Duke  dt^  IJourbon  till 
rather  late — 

MADEHOISKLLK   DK   BELLR  I8LK 

I  have  watched  through  many  a  niglit  of  tears  and 
terror;  ))elieve  me,  it  will  cost  me  little  to  watch  for 
once  in  hope  and  happy  expectation. 

KICILBLIEU. 

This  evening,  then,  madam,  I  shall  wait  upou  you. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE   BELLB   ISLE. 

This  evening,  sir,  I  shall  look  for  you  most  anxiously. 

RICHELIEU.  , 

It  is  possible  that  what  I  may  have  to  repeat  to  you 
would  be  better  confided  to  yourself  alone. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE 

My  lord  duke,  I  will  take  cure  to  be  alone. 

RICHELIEU. 

You  are  too  charming  I 

[Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  r/oes  ifUo  (he  hed-rouin, 

MADAME   DE  VALCOUR  (oside). 

I  wonder  liow  many  wives  would  have   sat    (luictly 


UADEUOISEIXK   1>8   J1B1.LE   UIX. 


AcrlL 


tiut  ucli    an    assignation?      I    positive];  cuoiat 

but  admire  my  own  heroism  and  8elf-comruMnL     A 
modern  fiue  lady  is  your  only  stoic 


BICHEUEU. 


So,  80,  marchion 
proniii«e  you  made 
bufflDeas ;  you  defeat 


I  the  way  you  keep  Ui« 
em^Loing  neuter  in  this 
Jret  plan. 


MAD>  *LCorB. 

A  pL-m  founded  on  ility  of  a  tavern-keeper— 

fie!  it  really  was  too  easy,  and  would  have  disgraced 
your  generaltiiiip.  Here,  now,  'tis  quite  another  matter 
— there  can  be  neither  surprise  nor  treachery,  and  yoiir 
grace  will  be  compelled  to  obtain,  for  it  will  be  impossible 
to  steal,  the  lady's  favour ;  nor  have  I  the  slightest  doubt 
in  the  world  of  your  obtaining  it,  my  dear  duke ! 

BICEELIEU. 

Nor  I  either,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  dear  mar- 
chioness, provided  only  that  your  ladyship  will  fight 
fairly,  as  I  do. 

MAD  AXE   DE   TALCOUR. 

And  pray  what  do  you  demand,  as  fair  fighting,  of  me? 


That  you  will   keep  my  secret,  in  the  first  place: 
that,  at  ten  o'clock,  you  will   leave  Mademoiselle  de 
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Belle  Isle;  and  that,  in  ahort>  from  ten  o'clock  till 
midnight.  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  will  be  left  entirely 
alone. 

MADAME  DB  VALCOUB. 

For  me,  she  most  certainly  will — ^For  I  am  going  to 
Paris  this  evening  myself,  and  shall  therefore  be  entirely 
out  of  the  way  of  interfering  witli  any  of  your  plans. 
But  I  must  now,  if  you  please,  state  two  conditions  in 
tlita  agreement. 

XlCniCLIBi;. 

Nothing  can  be  fairer ! 

MADAMB  DB  TALCODB. 

You  will  employ  no  servant  of  the  palace  in  the 
business;  you  will  have  recourse  to  no  drugs  or  opiates, 
as  it  iM  whispered  you  have  done,  more  than  once,  on 
Miich  occasions,  iiiy  lord  duke ;  and  thcso  points  acceded 
to  on  your  port,  I  leave  yuur  gnu.'c  an  open  field,  and  my 
best  wiihes — {asitle) — for  your  defeat,  which  I  will  take 
care  to  make  certain  I 

BICHEUF.C. 

You  have  my  word  to  all  this,  uud  I  wihIi  your 
liulji'Hbip  a  plvottaut  drive  to  coiut ! 

MaOAMB  DB  VALCom. 

Vou  Htill  persist  in  your  plan,  then,  though  I  hitvt; 
packed  oviT  to  the  cuemy? 


UADEMOISELLB   Vt    DEI.LX    ISLE.  An  U. 


HICBKUFr. 

I  think  more  desperate  battles  have  been  mm. 


And  gainst  better '~,  no  doubt? 


By  no  means ;  I  ay  that ;  for  in  you,  my 

dear  marchioness,  I  ai  rtly  aware  that  I  hate  ts 

encounter  youth  eombi  h  experience. 

{Ande) — That  would  be  bitter  if  it  were  tnie! 
(Aloud) — Farewell,  till  to-morrow  evening,  then. 

[Madaitk  Dk  Valcovb  curUegt  to  hiru.  imd gmtad. 

She  does  not  know  of  the  secret  door,  that's  quite 
clear;  and  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  rummage  certain 
reminiscences,  to  find  my  way  to  it  once  more.  How 
droll,  now,  that  a  clever  woman  should  live,  as  she  has 
done,  close  to  such  an  inestimable  contrivance,  and  be 
none  the  better  for  it  I  The  marchioness  is  a  handsome 
woman — a  very  handsome  woman ! — in  fact,  the  wager 
.iside,  she 's  a  devilish  deal  better  worth  besieging  than 
even  this  pretty  girl.  She  pretends  to  be  a  prude,  too, 
and  that's  always  rare  sport!  Faith,  I  half  think  she 
Mnibt  be  siimelhiug  of  the  kind;  never  to  have  liiscttvereii 
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this — ^hal  here  it  is!  and  no  more  fastenmg  than  a 
few  minutes'  perseverance  will  suffice  to  make  away 
with — excellent,  i'  faith  1  And  now,  my  two  fair  anta- 
gonists, I  think  your  defeat  was  certainly  laid  down  in 
your  horoscope — for,  'pon  my  soul,  I  do  n't  see  how  you 
can  avoid  it !  [Ri-it. 

[Enter  Madame  df.  Valcotti  and  Madrmoisrllr 

i)R  Brllr  Islk. 

MADAME  DE  VALCOFR. 

My  dear  child,  I  have  been  thinking  very  seriously  of 
the  teilious  course  of  solicitation,  which,  I  am  afraid, 
you  will  1)0  compelled  to  resort  to  in  this  sad  business. 

MADKMUISIKLLE  DE  BELLR  ISLE. 

O  madam,  my  patience  shall  be  proof  against  every- 
thing. 

MADAMR  DR  VALCOUn. 

Poor  thing  I  how  nuich  this  courageous  n»signation 
tuuchi*8  me !  Is  it  long  since  you  have  seen  your  old 
father  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Alas  I  three  years ;  not  once  since  he  wjis  thrown  into 
prison. 

MAI>AME  DE  VALCOFR. 

Three  years  I  And  you  have  never  demanded  |)er- 
miiisiou  to  be  admitted  to  hini  ? 


MADEMOISELLE    DB    FKLLE    ISLE. 


H  tTIEUOISELLE  DE  BRLLE  I8LE. 

Ob,  madam,  I  have  besought,  entreated,  suppticatiil 
in  vain — in  vain  !  Can  you  conceive  such  cnwlty?  Tu 
refuse  a  cbild  admission  to  her  vrretched  father's  piianl 
All  those  whom  I  '     ith   my  prayers  doubtlw 

had  no  children,  or  they  must  have  felt  for  me. 

XADAXE  DB  TALOOUB. 

Umph  !  You  would  rejoice  to  see  your  fiithtr  uiut 
again  y 


And   if  any  one  procured  you   that    happiness,  t^ 
migiit  dt'peiid  upon  your  aecresy  ? 

NADKMUISELLB  SE  SELLS  IBLE. 

GocmI  Crod  I  what  are  you  saying  ?  What  hope  do  s« 
venture  to  suggest?  What — I — I  might  heh'ild  * 
father  once  again ;  enter,  when  he  leait  txpetted  it.b 
prison  door;  at  the  very  moment,  perhaps,  when  bei 
thinking  of  me,  far  away;  I  might  throw  myself  in 
arms,  crying  out,  'Father,  it  is  1 1  dear,  donr  fattei.* 
is  your  child — your  Gabriellel"  Oh,  speak — ^spenk,  fc 
pity's  sake!  On  ray  knees  1  implore  you,  what  sh 
do  to  obtain  thb  joy,  this  blessing  ? 
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MADAMS  DB  VALOOFB  (roUmg  her). 

Listen ;  take  heed  that  we  are  dealing  now  with  matters 
of  the  utmost  weight  and  danger.  The  Governor  of  the 
Bastile  is  my  devoted  friend,  and  I  can  give  you  a  letter 
for  him — 

MADEM0I8KLLK  DR  BRLLE  ISLE. 

A  letter;  yes — ^yes;  and  with  that  letter — 

MADAMB  DK  VALCOUR. 

You  shall  see  your  father  again.  It  will  take  you  less 
than  two  hoiurs  and  a  half  to  go  to  Paris.  You  will  set 
off  at  ten,  you  will  arrive  at  a  little  after  midnight, 
you  will  remain  till  three  in  the  morning  with  M. 
de  Belle  Isle,  and  you  will  be  back  here  before  any  one 
in  the  palace  is  stirring. 

MADKXOISKLLK  DE  BELLE  ISLK 

What !  to-day — to-night — ^this  very  night — I  shall  see 
my  father,  whom  I  have  not  seen  for  three  whole  years  ? 
O  Heaven,  support  me !  I  feel  as  if  the  sudden  shock 
of  happiness  would  drive  me  mad. 

MADAME  DE  YALCOUB. 

But  now  attend ;  and,  mark  me,  all  this  can  only  he 
on  one  most  solemn  condition.  Bemember  what  I  am 
doing  for  you.  I  take  upon  myself  to  open  to  you  a 
state  prison,  which  uncloses  its  gates  at  the  voice  of  the 
prime  minister  or  the  king's  signet  alone.     I  have  done 
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this  for  no  human  being  but  yonrselt  >[oimear  dc 
Bourbon  must  remain  ignorant  of  it ;  jealous  as  he  is  of 
hifi  anthority,  lie  would  never  forgive  my  aesiunptioD  of  it 
in  such  a.  matter.   MoDsieur  Ae  Belle  lele'a  itnpri-amnwf 

is  of  the  Btricteet,  thr "'"'id;  bis  liberty  hereaftci^ 

perhaps  big  life,  dep  'ow  secresj- 


Great  God  I  bis 


I 


Yes,  his  life ;  therefore  swear  to  me  now  that,  as  long 
as  Monsieur  de  Bourbon  remains  prime  minister,  yoa 
will  confide  to  no  soul  alive  that  you  have  seen  your 
father — that  you  have  this  night  even  left  the  palac«; 
Think,  take  time,  reflect  before  you  engage  yourself. 


Madam,  I  swear  by  everything  most  holy,  by  my 
father's  life,  and  by  my  own  soul,  that  never  while 
Monsieur  de  Bourbon  remains  prime  minister  shall  anv 
living  creature  know  that  I  have  seen  my  &ther,  or  even 
left  the  palace  this  night. 


Enough !  Hold  yourself  ready  to  go  at  a  momt-nl's 
warning.  I  shall  immediately  order  a  carriage  to  be 
brought  round  for  you,  and,  at  sis  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
you  must  be  back  by  the  little  postem  gate  of  the  park. 
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MADEMOISELLE  DB  BELLE  ISLE. 

How  have  I  deserved  this  goodness  ? 

MADAME  DE  VALCOUE. 

I  sincerely  feel  for  you,  pity,  and  admire  you,  my  dear 
child.     In  a  few  moments  all  will  be  prepared,  and  I 

will  come  myself  for  you. 

[Exit. 

madem()IS]«;lij3  de  belle  islf. 

I  shall  see  him  again — ^to-night — ^this  very  night,  my 
father,  my  dear,  dear  father ! 

SEBVANT  (armotmcinff). 

Monsieur  le  Chevalier  d'Aubigny. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

D'Aubigny !  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  have 
a  secret  that  I  may  not  share  with  him.     Show  him  in. 

[EtUer  D'Aubigny. 
Dear  Henry ! 

D'ArBIONY. 

What  good  fortune  has  befallen  you,  Gabrielle  ?  You 
look  beaming  with  joy  ! 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLS  ISLE. 

My  heart  is  full  of  hope,  Henry ;  for  since  my  arrival 
here,  all  things  seem  to  combine  to  favour  and  forward 


UADEHOISKLU  DK  BKIXB  ISU.  An  H. 


my  1  i.  Oh !  we  shall  save  my  father,  we  ilull 
save  tnj  brothers,  and  the  happiness  of  our  love  irill )« 
made  perfect,  by  their  fre<edom.  Thank  HeKTen  by 
yoor  cheepfuloess,  instead  of  accusing  it  by 
despondency.     As  fo '  ~n  tell  yoa  no  more; 


I  pnya  I  believe,  a 


I 


T  ia  sad  that  i  e  bo  full  of  happy  confi- 

dence, I  should  be  h  cold  misgiviags.     Yoa 

look  at  everything  le  medium  of  hope,  and 

I,  throu^'h  tliat  of  ffni.  Yoii  speak  of  all  these  fortunaie 
circumstances,  which  you  say  impart  this  cheerful  fcith 
to  you — in  me,  they  awaken  nothing  but  suspicion  and 
mistrust.  You  think  them  ordered  by  a  beneficent 
Providence ;  I  tremble  lest  they  should  be  the  result  of 
evil  human  machinations.  It  may  be  morbid  feeling,  an 
infirmity,  but,  Gabrielle,  'tis  an  infirmity  as  piunful 
and  as  pitiable,  believe  me,  as  a  real  misfortune. 

MADEllOIBEl.1^  DE  BELI-K  IHLE. 

Henry,  you  are  ungrateful  to  Providence;  just  now, 
too,  above  all. 

d'acbiont. 

And  what  has  Providence  done  for  you  now,  Gabrielle? 
— tell  me  that?  God  knows,  I  desire  nothing  half  so 
much  as  to  hope.  On  whom  do  you  place  your  depend- 
ence for  happier  days  and  brighter  prospects  ? 
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MABEICOISKIJ^  DE  BKLLK  I8LR. 

On  Madame  de  Valcour,  in  the  first  place,  whose  kind- 
ness and  tenderness  towards  me  are  more  those  of  a 
sister  even  than  a  friend.  Why,  you  see  yourself  that 
she  has  not  allowed  me  to  remain  at  an  hotel — a  mother 
could  hardly  be  more  anxiously  careful  of  her  daughter. 

d'aubiqny. 

I  cannot  help  it,  Gabrielle,  these  painful  impressions 

are  not  always  to  be  controlled,  even  by  reason.     Have 
you  mentioned  oiu*  engagement  to  Madame  de  Valcour  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

No !     Is  it  not  a  secret  ? 

d'aubiont. 

True,  true  !     But  tell  me,  have  you  seen  no  one  but 
the  marchioness  to-day  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Oh,  yes,  Henry,  I  have ;  a  person  on  whose  influence 
I  reckon  even  more  than  Madame  de  Valcour. 

D*AUBIGNT. 

May  I  know  the  name  of  this  person  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Of  course,  that  ia  no    secret — 'tis   the    Duke  de 
Richelieu. 

K  K 


d'afwost. 
The  Duke  de  Richelieu  ! 


XADEMOISKLLK  DR  BUXK  VOX. 

What  is  the  toattei  "     "     d  gracious ! 


The  Dulce  de  Rich  And  sg  ;ou  have  sea 

MAI  IBKLLSnUL 

Why,  he  has  hardly  leu  ine  palace  all  day. 

D'AUBlauT. 

And  what  was  he  doing  here,  pray  ? 

MADEKOISKLLIt  DK  BELLS  IBLK. 

I  believe  be  was  engi^ed  in  particalai  business  with 
Monsieur  de  Bourbon. 

D'AUBieHT. 

Are  you  to  see  him  again  ? 

NADKICOISBLLB  DB  BBLLE  I8LB. 

Yes.     I  expect  him  to  bring  me  some  accoont  of  » 
measure  be  intended  taking  about  my  petition. 


CJf  ^f. 


8c*  1.  MABBM0I8ELLB  DB  BSLLB  ISLE.  4«I9 

MADEM0I8ELLR  DB  BBLUB  I8LB. 

HeaveiiR !  you  terrify  me. 

p'aubiont. 

Do  you  know  this  man  to  whom  you  have  ventured 
to  address  yourself? 

MADRM0I8KLLR  DR  BRLLB  I8LR. 

I  know  him  as  everybody  knows  him.  >^lio  does 
not  know  the  Duke  de  Richelieu  ? 

d'aubiont. 

And  knowing  him,  can  you  hope  that  the  protection 
he  ia  now  ^(ranting  you  is  disinterested  ? 

MADBMOISRLLR  I>B  BRLLR  ISLB. 

Henry — perhaps  I  am  to  blame — but  I  must  confess, 
I  cannot  thus  see  nothing  but  evil  in  what  appears  un- 
mixed good.  Monsieur  de  Richelieu  has  hitherto  dealt 
by  me  as  a  sincere  friend ;  should  he  assume  any  other 
manner  towards  me^  I  presume  that  you  have  sufficient 
confidence  in  me  to  feel  assured  that,  all  powerful  as  his 
grace^s  interest  is,  I  shall  relinquish  all  claim  to  it  from 
the  moment  that  I  perceive  it  might  compromise  my 
honour,  or  a  name  which  I  am  about  to  exchange  for 
yours. 

n'ArBioKT. 
Your  innocence,  Oabrielle,  blinds  you  to  this  man's 
real  character :  the  whitest  virtue  has  been  blackened 

K  E  S 


DB    BELLK    I^E.  An  U. 

but  breathed  on  by  hia  love ;  do  fame  sarvives  qb- 
stained  bis  c/>DtaroinatiDg  touch ;  hia  evil  determioAtioD 
once  taken,  be  leaves  no  means  uuattempted  to  olitun 
biB  object ;  aod  some  of  the  means  that  he  has  d&mJ  r^ 
nae  might  have  coet    '  >  men  less  powerful  tbu 

tliat  wicked  man  ]     Gi  ,  yon  see  mj  agony;  harr 

pi^  on  me  I 


What  must  I  do  ?  speak,  Henry !  anythiog. 

everything  you  mah — 


Promise  me    not    to    receive  the   duke   here,  thi' 
evening — 

MADEKOISELLB  DB  BELLE  ISLE. 

I  promise  you  ! 


Not  to  meet  him  anj-where  eiee — 

■LlDEXOrSELLE    HF.   BELLB    MLS.. 

I  promise  you  I 

d'aubionv. 
Gabrielle,  I  depend  upon  your  word. 

i(Aj>EvoieELLi:  DE  hrlle  isle. 
Henry,  you  are  rigrht  to  do  so. 
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D'AlTBieNT. 

If  you  were  to  break  it,  you  do  not  know — you  cannot 
onceive  the  misery  that  would  fall  upon  us  both. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE» 

How! 

D'ATJBiairr. 
I  cannot  explain  myself;  but  you  have  promised  me 
— ^you  do  promise  me,  that  you  will  not  see  the  Duke 
ie  Bichelieu  to-night,  do  you  not  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

I  have   promised   it.      I    do  promise   it^ — are  you 

stisfied  ? 

d'aubiqnt. 
Yes. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Then,  Henry,  leave  me. 

d'aubignt, 
•So  soon ! 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

It  is  late — 

d'aubiont. 
*T  is  hardly  ten  o'clock — 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

3  have  some  letters  to  write.  I  am  weary;  and 
^^des,  is  it  fitting,  for  my  sake,  that  you  should  stay 
ter  here  ? 


KADKHOISKLLE   DE    BELLE   ISLE.  AO IL 


d'aumost. 
You  were  to  have  received  the  Duke  de  Kidielkii  if 

he  had  come- 

MAIIEM0IS8LLB   DB    BELLE  ISLK. 

The  Duke  df  Kii  a  stranger,  an  indiffemit 

person:  I  do  not  lov.  ike  de  Bichelieu,  aadldt 

loTe  you,  Hfeiiiy. 

YoQ  love  me,  aud  yi  lise  me  tiiua,  when  widHOl 

the  slightest  impropri  light  remain  with  roo  n 

hour  yel— 

An   hour — it 's   impossible,   Henry  I      Leave  me,  I 
iieseech  you  ! 

You  beseech   me  to  go  away !     Good  God  '.  wbat  is 
going  on — what  is  the  matter,  what  has  happened? 


Nothing  is  going  on,  nothing  has  happened,  notJiing 
is  the  matter.  Is  it,  then,  so  very,  very  strange,  that 
after  travelling  all  night,  and  a  day  of  anxiety  and 
fatigue,  I  should  wish  to  take  some  repose  ?  Can  it  be 
possible  that  you  are  jealous  Henry  ?  Why,  of  whom— 
of  what  ?  I  never  saw  you  thus,  before.  There,  there, 
there — it  it  actually  striking  ten  o'clock! 
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d'aubignt. 
I  leave  you^  madam. 

MAOEMOISBLLE  DB  BXLLB  IBLB. 

Madam !  Ah,  that  was  cruel !  You  find  me  hopeful, 
happy — and  as  you  are  not  used  to  see  me  thus,  my  un- 
accustomed cheerfulness  alarms  you,  and  you  would  fain, 
make  me  sad  again — sad,  as  you  have  always  seen  me. 
T  is  easily  done,  believe  me !  One  word,  one  tone  from 
you,  one  look  of  doubt,  or  of  distress ;  see,  Henry,  I 
am  as  sad  as  you  could  wish  to  make  me.  Are  you 
satisfied? 

d'aitbigny. 

Pardon,  Gabrielle,  pardon  !  I  love  you  so  that  I  dare 
not  believe  my  own  happiness.  I  dread  lest  anything 
should  come  between  us,  should  disunite  us.  Forgive 
me,  I  am  going. — I  am  A^Tong ! 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

To-morrow,  Henry — 

""  d'aubight. 

~"       At  what  time  to-morrow  ¥rill  you  see  me  ? 


MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

As  early  as  you  like — at  eight  o'clock. 


Good   uight,   good   night '.     Vou    vrill    not   see  tbc 


HAnEMnlEKLLK    HE   BEIXS    lUS 

No '  no  !  go  ii 


I 


He  is  gone,  at.  <w  hard  to  send  him  thiv 

away    without    telling    him    what  made  me  so  happy, 
jVIadam !  madam ! 

[Eater  Madame  se  Valcoci. 


Now  then,  here  is  the  letter — the  horses  are  to — the 
carriage  Is  at  the  doOr. 


Wfiich  way  must  I  go  ? 

MADAME   HE    VALCOm. 

Follow   Mariette!     Remember,   the   mort    profound 
secresy  ! — and  farewell,  my  dear  child  I 

MAtlEMOISELLE    HE    BELLE    tBLE. 

Heaven  bless  and  reward  vou  ! 
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MADAME  DE   VALCOUR. 

T  is  something  to  have  saved  that  gentle  and  innocent 
creature  from  even  a  knowledge  of  the  foul  machinations 
by  which  she  was  threatened.  She  is  gone  at  length — 
a  quarter  after  ten — it  was  high  time.  I  am  sure  my 
husband  must  be  already  on  his  way  hither ;  let  us  take 
eJI  due  precautions  against  his  entrance.  {Rings— a 
Servant  enters.)  Fasten  the  shutters  of  that  window  1 
And  yet  he  does  not  care  for  this  girl,  I  know  he  does 
not;  but,  like  the  wanton  child,  seizing  a  butterfly 
and  throwing  it  the  next  moment  from  him,  maimed 
and  defaced,  he  pursues  this  wager  for  the  sole  gratifi- 
cation of  his  senseless  vanity,  careless  alike  of  her 
present  feelings  or  her  future  fate  !  {To  Sei^vant) — 
Do  you  see  anyone  in  the  street  ? 

SERVANT. 

Yes,  my  lady ;  a  man,  wrapped  in  a  cloak. 

MADAME   DE   VALCOUR. 

A  cloak  in  June  ! — it  must  be  he.  Fasten  the  window, 
r^wiemoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  is  very  nervous ;  you  will  sit 
f>  all  night  in  the  anteroom,  and  you  will  admit  nobody 
H  to-morrow  morning.  {Servant  goes  out.)  Very 
*^.  For  further  security,  let  ils  bolt  the  doors ;  there 
'^  the  chimneys,  to  be  sure,  but  they  are  grated  at  the 


HADKUOIfiKLLB  DB  DRIXB  VOM. 


sbkTakt  {ipeakitiff  Um^  (At  door), 
^e  Duke  de  Bicheiieti  is  coming  up  the  gnat  bUu* 
caaBf  my  lady. 

!■■-■—   —  "Al-COrK. 

Say  that  nobody  l  '^tening.) 

UknU).  ' 

Yes,  yijur  grac  lias  retired. 

II  fALCOUB, 

Excellent;  he  retires  too.  We  shall,  no  doubt,  »>mi 
hear  something  at  that  windov,  Now,  my  dear  hus- 
band, I  have  kept  faith  with  you,  and  you  hare  nothii^ 
to  complain  of.  I  have  not  betrayed  you  to  Made- 
moiselle de  Belle  Isle;  I  left  her  at  ten  o'clock,  and 
from  ten  o'clock  till  midnight  she  will  most  certainly  be 
alone — on  the  king's  highway,  't  is  true — but  then  it  is 
your  business  to  follow,  and  find  her  there.  But  hark ' 
what  noise  was  that  from  behind  the  tapestry  ? — foot- 
steps I^the  opening  of  a  door  I  Heavens !  there  is  • 
secret  entrance  to  the  chamber,  and  he  knows  it  — 
[blou-a  out  the  caiulles.) 

[Brirt-    lilCHKLIK. 


When  one  door  is  shut  in  your  face,  the  only  way  i-- 

o  c'unie  in  bv  some  other. 
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MADAME  VAuouB  (onA). 

What  shall  I  do— what  will  become  of  me  ?    If  I  call 

for  help,  the  bouse  will  be  roused.     Was  ever  woman, 

was  ever  wife  in  so  strange  a  position  ?     I  have  but  one 

course — to  be  silent     At  least,  he  ia  my  husband ! 

HICUbUBL-. 

Wbut  a  capital  thing  is  a  good  memory  I  Faith,  the 
private  staircase  and  the  secret  door  don't  seem  to 
have  been  much  used  lately ;  they're  confoundedly  dirty 
and  out  of  repair.  However,  here  we  are,  safe  and 
sunod.  All  is  dork  and  still — ^nothing  could  be  better. 
1  have  taken  the  precaution  of  writing  my  note  before- 
hand. As  I  come  by,  1  passed  a  fellow  wrapped  in  a 
cloak,  lurking  close  under  the  wall — no  doubt  my  friend 
D'Aubigny!  (Clock  ntrike»,)  Half-past  ten.  He  is  at 
his  post,  and  I  at  mine.  And  now  to  fulfil  the  condi- 
tions of  our  wager.  (Opens  lo'imlow  softly.)  Hallo! 
you  sir,  in  thv  cloak  there!  I^ok  ye — have  the  kind- 
ness to  step  tliis  way,  if  you  pleiisc.  There — that'll  do. 
If  you  should  hnppen  to  be  acc)uaint(td  with  the  Cheva- 
lier U'.Aubigiiy,  have  the  goodness  to  deliver  this  note 
to  him  from  the  Duke  de  Hichelieu — there  it  is! 
(TltnnrB  note  fi-om  n-iiuloic,  and  cloeen  sliuttere.)  I 
met  the  uiarchionoMS  carriage  on  the  way — »ihe'H  offto 
Parts.  Muilumoiaelle  de  Belle  Isle  is  by  this  time  alone ; 
so  now  or  never ! 

K.ND    or   THE   SECOND    ACT. 


SU8  MADEMOISELLE    PE    BELLE    tSLT.  Sri  VI 

ACT    lU. 

Scene  I. 

n,-  mme  mwtk  m  m  theptmioiu  AcU. 

D'Ai  FooTHAS. 

But  bless  me,  tar,  sven  o'clock,  and  not 

aoul  in  the  bouse  is 


Never  mind — 1  tell  yon,  x  rfill  go  in — I  will  spok 
to  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  as  eoon  as  she  ri»" 
{Footman  ijoes  out.)  Can  be  be  bere  still  ? — I  -n-atebri 
till  daybreak,  but  have  not  aeen  bim  come.  GradoK 
God!  it  seems  all  like  a  dream,  a  hideous  dream!— 
but  no— 't  ia  all  but  too  true — here  is  the  very  cbamtw 
where  I  left  lier,  yesterday — the  window,  out  of  wtid 
he  threw  his  infernal  boast — the  street,  where  1  re- 
ceived it— Merciful  Heavens!  can  I  believe  my  on 
senses?—  Gabrielle  deceive  me  thus  infamously!  Oik 
no— no — no — it.  is — it  must  be  impossible  ! 

[Ealer  MAt>EM0l8W.LK   iik   Urt  t  f  ba 

MAIIKMOISELLK   DB   BELLB    ISLE. 

Dear  Henry!  I  beard  your  voice,  and  nuide  haj-te'>? 
come  to  you. 

VATIBIOKY. 

So  early  up ! 
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XADEXOTSELLR  DB  BELLR  I^LB. 

You  said,  last  night,  that  you  would  come  early. 

D*AUBIQNT. 

True — but — but — how  comes  it  that,  last  night,  you 
were  so  anxious  to  have  me  gone,  and  that,  this  morning, 
f ou  are  so  eager  to  receive  me  ? 

MADEXOISELLB  DB  BELLB  ISLE. 

So,  you  have  .not  forgotten  that  yet,  Henry  ? 

d'aitbiqnt. 

No!  one  cannot  always  banish  painful  impressions, 
Bt  will—  and  that  idea  has  tormented  me  throughout 
the  night. 

XADRMOIBELLB   DE   BELLK   ISLE. 

Tormented  you — what  idea  ? 

D*AUBIONT. 

Oh— why,  the  recollection  of  that  excessive  fatigue  of 
yours,  which  made  you  so  earnestly  desire  my  absence. 

MADEMOISELLE   DE   BELLE   ISLE. 

You  answer  me  very  strangely  this  morning,  Henry ! 
you  seem  troubled — displeased.  Wiiat  is  it,  dearest — 
what  ails  you — tell  me  ? 


MADEHOIfiELtJi    DB   BKI.LK  X^l. 


Nothing — nothing — I  cannot  address  thefMicwun 
to  yoiL  Your  face  wears  an  expression  of  joj,  "f  ia?!^ 
oees;  perhaps  you  have  fresh  reasoDs  for  h^  ^ 
morning. 

HAD  DB    BRLUi    ISLK. 

Oh,  yes,  if  dreai  ae  suppospd  to  angor  «?■ 

thing,  mine  have  me   happineSB  tius  s^ 

I  dreamt  that  a  beu'  ■*  spirit  bore  me  oubii'if 
to  the  gates  of  the  bar  which  flew  open  bcfoK* 
I  beheld  my  father,  he  pressed  me  fin  his  ha^'' 
folded  me  in  his  arras,  he  rained  kisses  on  mj  hwiV 
spoke  to  me  of  you,  dearest  Henry^of  our  mftiriigt' 
long,  BO  sadly  deferred,  and  he  comforted  himsiJfi"* 
captivity,  with  the  thought  that  I  should  aonu  ^^* 
yon  a  friend  and  a  protector.  Oh  !  you  see,  deati* 
'twafl  a  wonderful  dream,  andonethat  even  niiw,*" 
as  I  am,  fills  my  mind  with  the  happiest  hopes. 

I,  too,  had  a  dream  last  night,  but  a  less  happj' 
tlum  yours,  Gabrielle. 

Is  it  that,  that  makes  you  so  Siid  this  morning!' 

Perhaps,  for  I  dreamt  that  ycrterday,  I  had  nosoa* 
left  you,  than,  in  spite  of  your  solemn  promise  tsi 
you  did  receive  the  Duke  de  Richelieu  here  1 


MADBHOISKLLS   DK   BKLLI  I9LX. 


MADl 

What  do  you  mean? 


Nothtng ;  70U  hare  told  me  your  dream,  and  I  am 
telling  you  mine,  that's  all. 

If  APEMOUKLIJt  DB  BEI.I.K  ULB. 

Well,  what  then  ?— 


It  wemed  to  me,  still  in  my  dream,  that  I  was 
standing  in  the  street,  opposite  to  that  window,  when 
the  window  was  thrown  open,  and  a  man  appeared  on 
the  balcony,  and  threw  out  to  me  a  note ;  but,  straoger 
than  alt,  and  which  causes  my  dream  to  leave  even  a 
deeper  impreeoion  of  reality  than  yours,  perhaps,  is, 
that  on  wakiog,  that  note,  that  very  note  was  in  my 
hand,  Gabriellc :  and  here  it  is. 

XADEMOIBKLLR    &K    BKIXK    18  LK. 

An<l  here  it  is? 

n'ArBiosT. 
Read  it. 

KADraOISKLUt  DK  BKLLI  ISLK  {rradi). 

'  It  is  eleven  at  niglif,  I  am  in  Mademoiselle  de  Belle 

Isle's  apartment :  I  will  tell  you   to-morrow  at  what 

hour  I  left  it 

Ddki  di  Ricbiuib.' 

What  does  that  mean  ? 


MADEUOtSELLE    DE    BtXLB    ISLE.  Aa  \U. 

It  mecuie,  nuidam,  that  Monsieur  de  Ridteliea,  yesta- 
day  moruing,  as  you  passed  tbrougfa  the  gallery,  laiii 
an  iniamous  wager,  which  he  has  n-on. 

UADEM  IE   BEU^    ISUL 

I  don  "t  understa:      ; 


Then  I  will  make  m;  inderstood.    You  promised 

not  to  receive  Monsieur  de  ttichelieu ;  you  did  recdve 
him,  he  came  last  night,  after  I  had  left  you ;  Monaeur 
de  Eichelieu  was  with  you,  in  this  room ;  Monsieur  de 
£icbelieu  opened  that  window,  and  out  of  that  windos 
threw  this  note !     Now,  do  you  understand? 


[OISEIJJC   DK    BELUC   ISLE. 

What  are  you  talking  about  ? 


"Whut  you  know  quite  as  well  as  I  do — only  what  Jou 
did  iiot  know  is,  that  I  was  aware  of  all — that  I  wm 
there,  under  that  window,  till  break  of  day,  waiting  to 
see  him  come  out ;  for  your  honour  is  yet  too  dear  f<^ 
me  to  leave  such  a  secret  in  the  possession  of  another 
man  besides  myself.  Ah  1  that  was  why  you  were  » 
agitated  and  confused  yesterday  evening — that  was  wbj 
you  were  so  anxious,  so  earnest  to  have  me  gone;  tlut 
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was  why  you  wished  so  very  particularly  to  be  left 
alone — alone  I  I  have  passed  the  whole  night  wandering 
round  the  palace — for  if  I  could  but  have  found  a  door, 
a  window  open,  any  avenue  that  might  have  led  to  you, 
I  would  have  murdered  you  both — yes,  both  —  you, 
and  your  lover  with  you,  though  you  had  dragged  your- 
self on  your  knees  at  my  very  feet  for  mercy. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

You  must  be  mad  to  utter  such  things  to  me. 
I  received  Monsieur  de  Richelieu  after  you  had  left  me  I 
Monsieur  de  Richelieu  passed  the  night  here ! — Why, 
can  I  believe  my  ears? — my  eyes?  Are  you  the 
Chevalier  d'Aubigny?  Am  I  Mademoiselle  de  Belle 
Isle  ?  Is  it  you — you,  Henry,  who  speak  thus  to  me, 
your  betrothed — to  me,  who,  in  three  days,  shall  bear 
your  name  ?  I  can't  believe  my  senses  I 

I>'ArBIOXY. 

I  could  not  believe  my  senses — I  thought  my  very 
^jea  deceived  me.  Yes,  Gabrielle,  yes,  such  was  my 
cieep  reliance  on  your  truth,  that  I  should  have  dis- 
k>elieved  my  eyes,  and  doubted  still ;  but  this  paper — 
fcliis  paper  is  no  illusion.  Gabrielle,  how  will  you 
&4;count  for  this  ? 

MADEMOISEIaLK  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

What  can  I  say  to  you  ?  I  can  H  accoimt  for  it,  even 
fco  myself!  Some  one  must  have  entered  this  apartment 
^^thout  my  knowing  it, 

L  L 
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Witlioiit  your  knowing  it!  A  man  can  baw  attend 
tbig  room,  without  your  hearing  him !  Which  wtyt 
Who  admitted  him  ?     The  doors  are  carefudy  iirslcti«() 


—  even   now,   u   was   i 
entrance.     0  Gabrii 
this — /will  tell  yon  i 
your  &ther  has  made  you 
saw  before  you  two  men, 
your  fittiier'B  liberty — ti 


difficulty  that  *I  uhtaibei 
nieUel  /will  account  far 
;  happened.  Vonr  love  kt 
■g«*  your  love  for  me ;  ymi 
fbom  one  bad  in  his  poirer 
SI  had  nothing  bat  his  on 


life  to  offer  you.     The  man  of  influence  sold  his  protec- 
tion to  you  at  a  certain  price. 


E    DB  BELLE   ISLE. 


b'acbiokt, 
Gabrielle,  I  accuse  you  of  nothing — ^you  are  not,  yoa 
cannot  be,  guilty.  I  only  say  that  you  did  not  dare 
refuse  the  duke  the  meeting  he  solicited.  I  say — I  onlj 
say,  that  you  did  consent  to  receive  him — perhaps — and 
in  some  moment,  when  you  may  have  left  the  room,  be 
wrote  this  note,  and  threw  it  from  the  window.  That's 
all,  Gabrielle— that 'b  all— confess  that — say  it  was  so— 
say  80,  and  I  foi^ive  you. 

HASEMOiaELLIC  DB  BELLB  ISLB. 

Thank  you  for  that  word,  Henry ;  thank  yoa  for 
these  suggestions  of  your  love ;  for  I  see  that  yoa  lore 


MADEMOISBLLB   HB  BBLLE  I8LB*  il5 

)  much,  that  you  are  striving  to  deceive  yourself — 
cannot  confess  what  you  require  of  me.  If,  after 
Eicred  promise  that  I  gave  you,  I  had  consented  to 
[onsieur  de  Richelieu,  I  should  be  infamous.  But^ 
re  me,  he  solicited  no  meeting;  I  granted  him 
I  have  not  seen  him,  I  tell  you  so  again,  and  I 
the  simplest  means  in  my  power  of  proving  what 


d'aitbignt. 
lat  means? 


XADEMOTSKLLE  BB  BRLLB   ISLR, 

is  note  is  from  the  duke,  you  say  ? 

d'aubignt, 
threw  it  to  me  from  the  window  himself. 

KADEMOISELLE  DB  BBLLB  ISLB. 

ball  send  immediately  for  Monsieur  de  Bichelieu ; 
rill  conceal  yourself  there — ^I  shall  receive  him 
you  will  not  lose  a  single  syllable  of  what  passes 
en  us ;  and  if  Monsieur  de  Bichelieu  has  seen  my 
ince  yesterday  evening  at  eight  o'clock,  then — why 
Henry — ^you  shall  think  of  me  as  vilely  as  you 
• 

d'afbignt. 

dearest,  I  had  not  dared  to  ask  this  much  of  you 
since  you  offer  it,  I  accept  the  means  of  clearing 
s  infamous  mystery,  which  baffler  m^. 


els  UAJ)EM(II?E1J.E    UK    BEI.LK    ISLE.  *(7  Ul 

MASKMOTSELLS  SB  BEU^  ISUC 

Calm  yourself;  the  mystejy  shall  be  cleared  o] 
believe  me.  Only,  Henry,  remember,  not  a  niiilioft- 
not  a  word— that  might  betray  your  coocealment 

nVrBieKT. 
Oh,  feaj  me  notl 

Madmuil 


No,  no ;  I  am  convinced.  I  do  not  doubt  thee— no 
'tis  impossible,  with  that  angelic  voice — those  loti 
eyes — no,  no — you  cannot  tell  a  falsehood.  I  belit 
thee,  dearest,  dearest ! 

MADEMOISELLE   DB    BELLE    ISLK. 

You  will  believe  me  better  atill  when  I  shall  b 
sent  for  the  duke. 

SEavAKT  (announce). 
The  Duke  de  Kichelieu ! 

MADEMOISELLE   DE   BELLE    ISLE. 

'Tis  Heaven  sends  hira  at  this  moment !  Show  li 
in !  And  do  you  enter  that  chamber — and,  above  i 
remember  your  promise,  Henry,  to  be  silent. 

d'acdiont. 
Your  hand,  G-abrielle! 
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MADEXOIBELLB  DB  BELLB  IBLlb 

My  hand — ^you  deserve — 

d'aubigft. 
Give  me  your  hand ! 

[Ue  kisses  her  handy  emdgoeiwio  her  room,   Richelieu  €ii<enL 

MADEMOISEIXE  DB  BELLB  ISLE. 

You  come  upon  a  wish,  my  lord  duke. 

RICHELIEU. 

Hail  to  my  fairest!  I  came  indeed,  but  almost 
tvithout  a  hope  of  being  admitted  thus  early. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Sir,  I  was  about  to  send  for  you. 

BICHELIEU  {attempting  to  kiss  her  hand). 

Ah !  you  are  too,  too  gracious  I 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

My  lord  duke — 

RICHELIEU. 

Fair  lady ! 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

I  have  a  most  serious  explanation  to  demand  of  you — 
an  explanation,  sir,  in  which  my  honour  is  deeply 
concerned — 


5|„  MAUEUOLSELLE    DE    BELLE    JSLB.  Arr  HL 

KICnxLIKF. 

Your  honour,  madam'  And  wbo  dares  attAck  it? 
I  am  here  to  defend  both  it  and  you.  Speak,  therefore. 
I  entreat  ;oa. 

The  queetjoi)  is  of  a  c  n  wager,  which,  I  uiukf^ 
stand,  your  grace  Liid  ;  ay. 


Bless  me,  madam,  since  the  truth  must  be  told,  1 
own  it,  there  was  sucli  a  vager.  But,  beliere  me,  I  mi 
devoted  to  you  loug  before  any  such  question  aiwe. 
From  the  first  moment  of  beholding  you,  I  felt  that  niv 
heart  was  no  longer  my  own.  I  followed  you  from 
Paris  to  Ver^iilles,  from  Versailles  to  Cbantilly;  yon, 
you  alone,  drew  me  hither,  I  swear  it.  This  wager  was 
proposed  to  me  by  two  other  scapegraces  like  myself: 
you  were  not  the  object  of  it,  believe  me — your  name 
was  not  even  uttered  in  the  f^eement.  The  first  woman 
who  passed  was  the  person  concerned  in  the  bet ;  you 
were  that  person ;  my  honour  was  engaged  in  the 
winning  of  my  wager;  it  so  happened,  that  ray  lote, 
too,  was  most  deeply  interested  in  its  success.  Thi,s 
madam,  is  the  truth !  If  I  have  sinned  against  you, 
believe  me,  the  crime  was  not  premeditated,  and  pardun 
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My  lord  duke.  1  pardon  you,  bard  though  it  be,  imd 
you  yourself,  I  think,  must  acknowledge  it  to  be  so. 
Wheu  one  has  lost  rank,  Btation,  fortune — when,  from 
the  wreck  of  all,  one  has  rescued  nothing  hut  a  stainless 
reputation— confess  it,  sir,  't  is  a  cruel  thing  to  see  that 
repubitioD,  which  should  be  respected  as  a  holy  posses- 
sion, bandied  from  hand  to  hand  by  dissolute  idlers, 
who,  unable  to  attack  it,  dare  thus  attempt  to  trifle  it 
away.  Nevertheless,  my  lord  duke,  in  favour  of  all 
that  you  have  done  for  me,  though  now  I  know  the 
source  of  that  kindness,  which  I  had  supposed  diidn- 
teretited,  pure,  aud  noble,  I  pardon  you  this  cruel  and 
insulting  wu^er;  but  upon  one  condition,  however,  that 
yoii  will  explain  to  me  how,  last  night,  this  note  was 
thrnwu  from  that  window,  between  ten  and  eleven 
o'clock.     Read  it,  sir,  read  it. 

RICDKLIKL'. 

That  were  useless ;  I  kuow  its  coiiteuts. 

MAPRHOISELLK   DR   BRLLK  ULK. 

Vou  know  tbem  'i 

KICDKLIRU. 

WTiy,  is  not  the  handwriting  mine?  If  I  were  in- 
clined to  deny  it,  the  signature  is  there  at  the  bottom. 

MAVEXOtSELLK  DK  BKLLE  UI.X. 

You  wrote  thia  note 't 


r 


To  the  person  who  was  waitins  for  it.  I  presume. 


MADBVOISELIX   TE    RELLE    ISLK. 

Vol!  were  here  last  night — here  id  thid  chaml>er:' 


Most  certainly. 


Hilt  yoii  were  here  without  nie? 


RICIIRLIEU. 

What — what — without  you? 


MAllKVOIlJRLLK    DK    RRLLE   IS1.B. 

Ill)  you  floic  (i>  nay,  (hut  you  were  here  with  ?fte? 
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HICUELIKr. 

Why,  most  indubitably. 


M.VDEHOISELLR  DE  BKLLK  IBLK. 

■     With  me  ? 

RICHBLIEU. 

Of  course. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

My.  lord  duke,  't  is  a  lie  ! 


KICHELIEU. 

A  lie? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

An  infamous  lie  I 

KICHELIEU. 

My  dear  madam,  when  a  woman  uses  that  sort  of 
language  to  a  man,  he  has  nothing  for  it  but  to  leave 
her  presence. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

You  shall  not  stir,  my  lordl  What,  because  your 
name  is  Sichelieu,  because  you  are  a  thrice  noble  duke 
and  peer  of  the  realm,  do  you  think,  sir,  that  it  shall 
be  permitted  you,  for  the  sake  of  a  pitiful  wager,  in 
which  you  fancy  your  honour  compromised,  to  libel 
a  woman — and  when  that  woman  has  lost  everything  in 
tibis  world  but  the  love  of  an  honest  man,  whom  she 
loves,  to  make  her,  by  your  vile  calumnies,  forfeit  that 
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beet,  inG„.  pivcious  treasure  ?  Sir,  sir,  I  appeal  to  joa 
ancient  name,  to  your  noble  station,  to  jour  honoor, 
my  lord  duke,  which  is  di^racefully  losing  its  way.  ! 
appeal  to  you,  sir,  and  you  will  retract  what  you  have 
said;  you  will  do  me  ricfht:  you  will  bear  witness  to 
the  truth — the  truth !  oiy  lord,  here  before  me, 

whom  you  have  so  dei  red,  and  you  will  hesiiste 

the  leis  to  do  me  this  ta  justice,  because  I  am  but 
a  poor,  helpless,  defi  womaa,  who  claim  it  tl 

your  hands ' 

BICKKlJEir. 

Upon  my  soul,  yuti  almost  persuade  me  that  I  am  in 
the  wrong.  I  suppose  I  ought  to  have  pretended  to 
lose  my  wayer.  Come,  what  can  I  do?  Shall  I  write 
to  the  chevalier?  I  can  tell  him,  you  know,  that  I 
found  the  doors  all  shut  bert:  last  night,  and  that  there- 
fore, of  course,  the  note  I  threw  out  of  the  windos 
means  nothing  at  all.  Shall  I  tell  him  that  I  have  lost 
my  bet  ?  In  short,  what  shall  I  do,  say,  or  write? 
For  God  forbid  that  my  absurd  vanity  should  be  the 
means  of  breaking  off  a  match,  on  which,  you  (iay,  your 
happiness  <lepends.  I  would  rather  sacri6ce  my  o«ti 
— certainlv  I  owe  you  no  less- 


My  lord  duke,  the  wickedness  of  what  you  are  noff 
saying  passes  all  belief — 't  is  fiendish  I  No,  dr — -no,  n» 
-  -I  ask  no  letter,  I  want  no  writing.  What  I  demand 
what  I  insi.-'t  upon,  is,  a  confession  now  here,  this  veri' 
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instant,  that  every  word  you  have  uttered  hitherto  is 
fiEdse,  and  that  in  uttering  them  you  have  despised 
truth,  disregarded  your  name,  and  disgraced  your 
honour !  You  shall  confess,  sir,  that  all  you  have  said 
was  a  slander — ^a  base,  cowardly  slander.  I  cannot  stop 
to  choose  my  words ;  I  speak  those  that  my  indignation 
prompts  me  with.  You  shall  confess  this,  sir — and 
though  I  dare  not  promise,  then,  that  you  will  escape 
my  contempt — ^you  may,  at  all  events,  rest  assured  of 
my  forgiveness. 

iiicnKLiEr  (whisperinff). 
Now,  why  the  devil  could  n't  you  make  me  understand 
all  this  time  that  we  were  overheard — that  some  one 
was  concealed — 

MADEMOISKLLE  DK  BKLLE  ISLE. 

No  one  Is  concealed,  sir ;  no  one  overhears  us  ;  there 
is  no  one  here  but  myself.  Answer,  then,  to  me — I 
demand  it  I 

UICHKLIEU. 

Then,  if  indeed  no  one  is  here,  but  you — ^if  indeed  I 
am  to  reply  to  you,  alone — I  will  confess,  that  I  thought 
myself  pretty  well  versed  in  the  arts  of  your  most  subtle 
sex ;  instead  of  which,  I  find  myself  a  mere  tyro  in  the 
science,  every  day  they  teach  me  something  new — to 
me,  who  every  day  think  I  can  learn  nothing  fresh  upon 
that  subject.     Moreover,  I  must  further  confess,  that  to 
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jou  w  reaer?e<l  the  honour  of  giving  me  the  loost 
complete  lesson  in  thi^  Icind  that  I  hare  yet  rec^ved  is 
all  my  life — 

MADEXOISKU^B  KB  BBLLB  UOA 

Enough,  my  lord  di "        '    veme! 


I  obey,  madam ;  not  ut  a  hope,  however,  thai 

when  I  present  my:  hia  evening,  which  I  sb*!! 

do  at  the  same  hour  wh<  u  condescended  to  receire 
me  yesterday,  I  may  be  .^.ire  welcome  than  I  hare 
appeared  this  morning. 


Great  God !  is  it  possible  ? 

l>'ArBl0SY  (eotaing  from  her  room). 
Well  madam ! 

MASKl[OISEia.G  1>B  BBLLE  ISLE. 

Oh  !  oh !  oh ! 

ll'ArBIOST. 

I  have  obeyed  you— I  concealed  myself — ^I  listened— 
I  keanl — and,  in  npite  of  all,  I  kept  my  word,  and  did 
not  appear.     I  hope  you  are  satisfied. 


Henry  I 


1IADEM01SEIJ.E  DE  BELIZE  ISUi. 
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Leave  me. 


HADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Henry,  hear  me.  Yes,  you  were  right  to  fear  and 
-warn  me  yesterday.  Yes,  yes,  your  forebodings  were 
all  but  too  true — ^yes,  some  fatality  seems  to  conspire 
against  us  both — both — for  it  strikes  you,  as  well  as  me, 
Heniy !  But,  oh !  you  shall  not  leave  me  thus ;  there 
is  some  horrible  machination  in  all  this — an  invisible 
hatred,  proceeding  from  I  know  not  whence,  seems  to 
enfold  and  stifle  me,  Henry — it  cannot  be  that,  at  once, 
suddenly,  my  voice  has  lost  its  power  over  your  heart — 
Henry,  you  cannot,  cannot  believe  it  possible  that,  in 
one  hour,  I  have  forgotten  the  principles  of  a  whole  life 
— Henry,  it  is  impossible  that,  in  a  single  day,  I  should 
have  become  lost  aud  infamous.  Good  God !  why,  if 
some  one  were  to  come  and  swear  to  me  that  you  had 
committed  a  crime,  or  a  cowardice — fled  in  battle,  or 
murdered  in  secret — no,  no,  no,  Henry,  I  should  not,  I 
could  not,  I  would  not  believe  it ! 

d'atjbigny. 
To  the  purpose,  madam ;  the  duke,  it  seems,  was 
here  last  night. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

I  do  n't  deny  it. 


UAUEMOISELLE   IIK   DELLK    ISLK.  AvQL  I 


UACBiaST. 

From    this    rooiu    be   passed   into  Uie   n«st  tpui-  I 


He  may  have  done  » 


Oh  I  you  coofef  .  nt  but  ? 

MlIiKIU]  I  BKLLS  ISLK. 

Yes,  I  confess  that — but  you  do  not  know,  you  cannot 
know- - 

d'adbiqnt. 

Then  I  must  infer  that  you  were  not  in  this  room: 
then  you  passed  the  night  elsewhere,  it  seems — 

ItlSElIUISRLLII  DR  BELLE  ISLE. 

Henry,  I  have  taken  a  terrible  oath ;  I  can  tell  y«i 
nothing ;  Henry — I  have  sworn — 


Merciful  Heavens !  is  there  no  one  who,  to  save  u-= 
both  from  madness,  can  relieve  you  from  tliis  cuiseil 
oath? 

UIDEXOISELLE  DB  PPI.T-B  ISLE. 

Yes,  yes,  you  are  right;  Heaven  inspired  you  with 
the  thought.     Oh !  yea,  when  she  sees  of  what  horror  I 
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accused,  she  will  surely  let  me  tell  you  all — and 
f^  you  will  see,  you  will  know — (rings,  Mabiettb 
5>*«)  Madame  de  Valcour— the  marchioness — where 
he  ?  Pray  inform  her,  that  I  wish  to  speak  with  her 
tantly,  and  that  I  entreat  her  to  come  without  a 
ment's  delay — go !  go ! 

MARTRTTE. 

Her  ladyship  went  to  Paris  this  morning  with  the 
ike  de  Bourbon,  and  will  only  return  in  time  for  the 
U  this  evening. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE   BELLE  ISLE. 

Why  then,  it  is  a  fatality !  a  horrible  fatality !  Henry, 
it  till  this  evening,  this  evening  you  shall  know  all  I 
e  is  going,  she  stops  hirru)  Henry,  do  not  leave  me; 
mry,  I  swear  to  you — 

d'aubigny. 
You  are  right,  it  is  a  fatality  I     Yesterday,  at  noon 
11  leave  your  hotel  to  come  and  reside  in  the  palace, 
flterday  evening  I  came,  and,  for  the  first  time  my 
jsence  disturbs  and  troubles  you,  and  you  desire  me 
leave  you.     You  solemnly  swear  to  me  that  you  will 
b  receive  the  duke ;  as  my  feet  leave  the  threshold 
enters  your  apartment    For  the  last  hour  you  have 
3n  denying  that  he  came  at  aU ;  and  now  you  confess 
i  only  that  he  came,  but  that  it  is  posaiblft  he  may 


Bat.  lained  here  till  three  u'clock  in  tbe  morning! 
You  say  you  were  not  in  this  chamber,  and  you  cauwA 
tell  me  where  you  were.  You  are  bound  by  an  aatb— 
you    have   Bwora — a    sacred    pledge   compek  joru  la 


silence;  one  person,  *" 
person  only,  and  1 
you  are   right!  it  i 
fatality ;  bo  Rtrange.  i 
I  declare  to  you, : 


-,  cao  remit  this  oaUi[,ae 
a  has  left  Chaatilly.  Ok 
ity,  nn  doubt,  a  straagt 
bat  it  passe?  nil  lielivf,  ud 
1 1  do  not  believe  it. 


What  can  I  say  to  you,  Henry  ?  Yes,  even-  proof  i» 
:lgain^t  iiii?.  Yrs,  if  uiy  life  w.-ro  at  >take.  uiy  lifc 
would  be  forfeited,  as  I  fear  ray  honour  will :  but  were 
my  head  this  moment  on  the  block,  I  would  not  break 
my  oath  !  You  must  act  according  to  your  convictjon, 
Henry ;  go,  I  detain  you  no  longer. 

[FaiU  w/o  a  einr. 


D'ArBisKi  igot$  (oimrtb  door). 
Hear  rae,  Gahrielle !  I  know  that  that  man  has  mys- 
terious and  inscrutable  means  of  accomplishing  hia  vile 
purposes.  Confess,  then,  he  gave  you  some  potion, 
some  narcotic,  some  accursed,  poisoned  draught.  Con- 
fess it !  he  entered  here  while  you  were  still  under  its 
influence,  and  you  did  not  awake  till  too  late.  Say 
this,  confesB  this,  and  my  love  for  you  shall  be  the  same 
as  ever,  and  you  shall  still  he  mine,  mine,  when  I  have 
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murdered  that  villain.     O  Gabrielle,  eonfeas  this,  for 
even  this  is  better.    I  can  understand — I  can  believe — 
I  can  forgive  this ;  but  tell  me  no  more  of  unaccount- 
able absences  and  incredible  oaths.     O  Heavens!  see 
how  I  love  you ;  see  how  I  cling  to  my  trust  in  you. 
The  way  I  offer  you  is  easy ;  I  give  you  myself  a  ready 
excuse.     If  you  have  deceived  me,  if  you  are  really 
guilty^  take^  in  pity,  take  advantage  of  the  pretext  my 
very  love   has  given  you.     Say,   say  he  resorted  to 
stratagem,  to  violence — say  he  alone  is  guilty,  my  ven- 
geance shall  fall  on  him  alone.    In  the  name  of  God 
have  mercy  on  me,  and  say  something  that  I  can  be- 
lieve, that  I  can  imagine  true,  unless  you  would  have 
me  go  mad,  here  at  your  feet,  and  die  cursing  you  and 
Heaven !     In  the  name  of  God,  upon  my  knees,  Ga- 
brielle, I  implore  you  speak !   speak — have  mercy  on 
me — speak! 

MADEMOISELLE  DE   BELLE  ISLE. 

I  cannot  utter  an  untruth,  even  for  you,  Henry. 
I  have  not  seen  the  Duke  de  Richelieu  since  yesterday 
evening  at  eight  o'clock. 

D'AUBIGXr. 

This  is  too  much.     And  now  my  course  is  clear. 

MADEMOISELLE   DE   BELLE  ISLE. 

I  implore  you ! 

tf  M 


1    MADEMOISELLE   OZ   BKLLE   1?LE. 

D-AtTMOXI. 

1 

Leave  me,  madam,  leave  me. 

1 
i 

)UIIKWOtglIU.B   Dlt  KRU.B  m.R. 

m 

Henry,  Henry, "  i 

1 

^ 

For  the  last  tim 

confess  the  truth  ? 

MUH 

BB3AM  OLK. 

Ihave 

done  so. 

^ 

DAUBIBNT. 

Then,  Heaven  may  forgive  you,  but  I  never  will. 

MADK110ISRIJ.S  DB  BRUJC  isLB  (JoBiHff  OH  her  Imtei). 
0  God,  have  pity  on  me ! 


1   OF   Tire   THtRn    4CT. 


HADKUOISELLB  DE   BELLE  I8LB. 


ACT    IV. 

Scene  1. 

(  of  MaU  u>  Ar  Palaet  at  CMmUHfy.  U'Acmokt. 
ICArvBAT,  CnAMrLLAC,  and  alkrr  gmtUmun,  at  a  gaming  lahlr 
on  the  right  of  tkr  dagf.      TVo  other*,  plaging  at  dirf,  <m  thr  Ufi. 

yADAXR  nn  VxLCOrB  <md  RlcnicLIFr,  wtlliag  about. 

«icnr.iAKV. 

I'pnn  my  honnur,  I  Aa  n't  underataiu]  thix  biwint-RH 

the  !««<*■  iu  the  world  myself.     She  tnaintAined  to  nif 

that   nhe  did  not  know  what  I  meant,  with   the  moKt 

miraculous  afsnntnce. 


MAIIIXK  liK   V*Lr<>|-H. 

Kut  hnw  did  you  get  into  the  rx>oin?     Do  explain 
that  t'>  nie. 


Excuse  me — that  in  a  UHeful  Hi-i-n't.  Hnt  yon  do  u'r 
know  the  IK-Kt  of  the  «tory  yi-t :  the  man  who  iK'tltnl 
agaimit  Hie — who  hel<)  tho  Htaki-H — the  Clievftlier  d'Ari- 
bigny- 

Ml  DAM  R  UK  VAUOtB. 


MADEMDISBLLE    DE    BELLE    ISLE.  Art  IT. 


Was  in  three  days  to  have  married  this  veiygn^ 
this  Gabrielle  de  Belle  Isle. 


Good  gracioua !  say  so.     And  how  has  k 

taken  tLe  bumei 


Why,  I  rather  i  cally  and  tragically  to  tfct 

laat  degree. 


1 


No,  really? 


RICOELIEC. 

Why,  he  has  calleJ  upon  rae  three  times  to-daj, 
leaving  liis  name  each  time,  ami  the  hour  at  which  be 
called.  Unluckily,  I  was  out  hunting — ^where,  Iiy  tbe 
by,  I  Ve  done  up  a  capital  horse  —  hut  as  I  came  home, 
and  wae  informed  of  the  trouble  the  chevalier  had  tatffl 
in  my  behalf,  I  returned  his  civility,  of  course.  It  wis 
decreed,  however,  that  we  were  not  to  meet — for  he  w 
out  when  I  called  on  him — so  I  left  my  card,  and  wa( 
fiirther  measures  from  him.  And  what  news  do  yoa 
bring  ua  from  PariP,  my  dear  marchioness  ? 

HADAUR  UK  vii.coua. 

None  whatever.     I  hardly  bad  time  to  alight  befim 

I  came  hack  again.     The  Duke  de  Bourbon  arrived  jit>t 
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in  time  to  help  the  king  into  his  carriage;  and  hia 
majesty,  with  more  than  his  usual  cordiality  eren, 
begged  him  not  to  be  late  at  supper,  because,  after 
supper,  he  wished  him  to  make  one  in  hia  rubber.  I 
tbiok,  really,  we  are  in  higher  favour  than  ever. 

RicmuBu. 

T»ok  eharp  after  our  dear  bishop,  that's  all;  if  a 

gust  comes,  it  will  be  From  his  quarter.     As  for  me,  the 

last  time  I  saw  him  be  looked  so  devilish  sweet  upon 

me,  that  I  've  been  terrified  at  it  ever  since. 

MARAUR  UK  VALCora. 

My  dear  duke,  you  slander  him !  He  'a  a  worthy 
man,  who  looks  with  indificrcncc  on  earthly  greatness, 
•nd  only  sighs  for  privacy  and  seclusion.  Vt'hj,  you 
mirely  have  forgotten  that,  on  the  death  of  the  regent, 
it  WW  he  who  presented  the  Duke  de  Bourbon  to  the 
king. 

Hicnituitr. 

I'm '.  Perhaps  be  thought,  if  he  preoentcd  himself, 
the  effect  might  not  be  alt(^ether  so  good. 

MAtlAUK  I>K  TALCOrS. 

I  think  you  are  mistaken ;  for  you  see  yourself,  that 
at  the  slightest  difficulty  or  diiwgrcement,  the  bishop  is 
always  ready  to  throw  up  his  hand  and  forsake  the 
game. 


MAI>KMI>ISELLK    UE    BE1U[    ISLE. 


Yea;  and  by  trying  that  experiment  twice  be  im 
ascertained,  bej'ond  a  (lonbt,  that  bis  royal  p[i]Kl  cubH 
endure  his  abeence.  You  say  he  sigha  for  privacy,  ui 
abhors  power,  pot  tion — take  mj  word  for  il, 

we  shall   yet    lii  liim   cardinal    and   pritar 

minieter.    Do  ot  o,  D'Aumont  ? 


My  dear  felluw  vilest  hand. 


RlCOEiAKV. 

Never   mind ;  yi>u  know  the  saying,  '  Who  loses  U 


play  wiivs  in  lovij. 


May  be  ro  ;  but,  in  epite  of  the  proverb,  I  'm  unliidtf 
every  way. 

HjtSlMX  DB  VAUors. 
You  must  not  eay  eo  just  now,  my  dear  duke.     I  wu 
coming  to  ask  you  to  dance  with   me   in   the  tloid 
■juadrille. 

B'lrsio.vT. 
The  third  I  that 's  a  long  way  off.  , 

■irutK  tiii  VALCorK. 
I'm  engaged  for  thi-  two  first.     Monsieur  D'Auvm. 
have  the  kindness  to  give  your  hand  to  the  Duke  de 
Itichelieu.     I  have  a  word  to  say  to  you. 
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BICHBLDBU. 

Here,  D'Auvray,  give  me  your  cards.  When  you 
C30ine  back,  I  promise  you,  you  shall  find  D'Aumont 
"fceaten  into  good  humour. 

ISits  down  to  play  with  D' Aumovt. 

d'autray  (walking  about  with  madamb  db  talcoub). 
I  wait  your  commands,  madam. 

MADAMB  DB  TALC0T7B. 

Presently — I  do  not  wish  to  be  overheard. 

d'auvhat. 
The  devil !  a  secret  conference. 

MADAMB  DB  VALCOUB. 

Cry  halt  to  your  vain  imaginations,  for  they  are 
already  on  a  wrong  scent,  I  ajssure  you.  The  matter 
is  this:  if  you  should  happen  to  see  the  Chevalier 
D'Aubigny  come  in — that  young  lieutenant  in  the 
king's  guard,  you  know — ^pray  keep  your  eye  upon  him, 
for  I  suspect  something  like  a  duel  is  brewing  between 
him  and  Monsieur  de  Richelieu. 

d'auvhay. 

Eichelieu  again  !  Upon  my  soul,  he  gives  me  more 
trouble  than  the  whole  French  nobility  put  togetlier. 
And  what  is  this  duel  about  ? 


.liblfOlSELLE    DE   BELLE    1 


I  am  not  quite  sure ;  but  whatever  its  origin  majr  U, 
t  is  your  duty,  as  lieutenant  of  my  Lords  Uigb  Marehaii 
uf  France,  to  prevent  it,  sir.  I  have  wAmed  you,  uid 
your  business  is  to  b€  ir  guard.     And  now  be  «> 

good  as  to  take  nu  3  the  ball  room,  chevsliet, 

for  our  secret  cod  ided. 

BicoKtiK^  ham^  of  mimfy). 

Here,  D'Auvray  ling  a  capital  busioess  tx 

you. 

u'atttkat  (leadaiff  Madakk  DE  VALCOCk  imlo  lAe  baO  room). 

Very  well,  go  on  with  it, 

[ExtmL 

alCHKUEU. 

I  told  you,  D'Aumont,  you  ought  n't  to  play  gainst 
me ;  you  're  sure  to  be  beaten. 

d'auxont. 
Double  the  etakes. 

BICHBUED. 

With  all  my  heart 

[EnltT  D'AUBIOST. 

d'acbiosy  (from  the  door). 
At  last : 

oppMile  RicsKurc. 
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BICHXLIXir. 

Aha,  chevalier  I     So  there  you  are  at  last. 

■ 

d'avbigky. 
Yes,  my  lord  duke.     Can  I  say  two  words  to  you  ? 

BICHSLDEV. 

The  moment  this  deal  is  over  I  'm  at  your  service. 

d'atjbiony. 
I  can  wait. 

BICHSLIET7. 

That 's  well !  Send  me  over  your  money,  D'Aumont 
Thanks !  Chamiilac,  take  my  place,  it 's  a  lucky  one. 
{Getting  up.)    Now  sir  1 

[Chakillac  takes  Richxlisu's  piace. 

D*AUBIONT. 

I  waited  yesterday  morning  in  the  street  till  four 
o'clock,  to  see  your  grace. 

BICHBLIEU. 

Very  possibly,  chevalier.  I  left  the  palace  by  the 
park  gate. 

d'aubiont. 

I  have  done  myself  the  honour  of  waiting  upon  your 
grace  three  times  to-day. 


f  aiAOKHOI 


ItSBUS  BE  BELLE    ISLK- 


RICOKIJKC. 

So  I  W&5  ioformed,  sir,  to  my  great  regret;  l«t  I 
presume  you  are  aware  that,  as  soou  as  I  returned  fe)m 
huntiBK — 

Tea;  you   were  i  to  call  at  my  lodgio^. 

(2?^  bovD  to  each  presume,  my  lord  duke, 

tliat  it  is  tinnecessar^  a  state  the  motive  of  m; 

impoitunitj. 

iU.  , 

Um !  I  rather  thiuk,  chevalier,  I  have  some  idea  of  it 

d'aubigst. 
Yon  understand,  sir,  of  course,  that  wheo  a  man  has 
attacked   the  bouour   of  a  woman,  whose  father  and 
brothers  are  prisoners  in  the  Bastile — 

fD'AcvoiT  ccnne*  in  at  the  badi,  wid 
i^>proaclie$  lietn  ly  degrra. 

EICHEUKir. 

He  is  answerable  to  her  lover.  Upon  my  honour 
nothing  can  be  more  obvious,  my  dear  chevalier,  and  1 
am  entirely  at  your  command. 

o'AimiosT. 
I  need  not  add,  that  the  real  cause  of  our  encounter 
must  not  be  known. 
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BICHELEBV. 

The  cause  shall  be  the  last  comet,  or  the  warm 
weather,  or  anything,  in  shorty  that  may  suit  your 
fancy ;  besides,  I  have  no  doubt  we  shall  find  accom- 
modating seconds. 

D'AUBieNT. 

My  lord  duke,  might  it  not  be  more  accommodating 
to  have  none  at  all  ? 

BICn£LI£U. 

Oh,  very  well.  You  will  take  a  walk,  for  instance, 
in  some  place  agreed  upon  between  us.  I  shall  happen 
to  be  out  at  the  same  time,  and  chance  to  ramble  in 
the  same  direction,  so  that,  in  point  of  fact,  it  will  be 
an  encounter  and  no  duel. 

d'aubiont. 
Your  place,  sir  ? 

BICHEIJEU. 

The  nearer  the  palace  the  better. 

d'aubignt. 
The  avenue  which  leads  to  the  wood,  then. 


BICIIELIEU. 

Charming  I 

b'atjbiont. 
Your  grace's  time? 


UADEU0I3KLI2  TK   BEUJi   ISLE. 


aicnsLiBH. 
Name  your  own  hour,  my  dear  or. 

d'aubioitt. 
Nine  in  the  moniini'- 

BICSEUKD. 

Agreeii !     The  arniB  ? 

D'AnmoNT. 

It  ia  unnecessary  to  speciiy  tbem,  we  are  both  gentb- 

men,  and  a  gentleman's  weapon  is  his  sword.     We  p 

out  as  usual,  with  our  sword  on,  and  excite  nobodji 
curiosity  or  interference  hy  so  doing. 


Excellent !  To-morrow,  then,  at  nine  o'clock,  in  ik 
avenue  leading  to  the  wood,  and  with  no  weapons  bm 
our  swords. 

U'AtrBlQNI. 

Just  BO,  my  lord  duke. 

u'AirvitAY  (touching  ihem  on  the  thoalder  tcUh  a  baton). 
In  the  king's  name,  stand!     You  are  berehy  ordeni 
to  appear  on  the  eighth  day  from  the  present,  before  tl» 
High  Court  of  my  Lords  Marshals  of  France. 

D'AraiONT.  ' 

So,  overheard !  « ^^1 
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D'AuTrav !  The  ievii  -aki^  tttiu  m-r  ii»ar  3*!lii»r  im? 
really  cannot  have  nhrsiii  -V'.rift  if  ir^mi.ra-iiit  tiS»r?ai*» 
in  peace  and  ijniet  ii«iw.  ▼itlbiiit  iMi^Tina^r  i?  T^'t  in'E. 
your  staff  of  office. 

Crentlemeu  both — v«  ^u-  •iake-  szui  t*:?!.  ini?Ti,i«r — isub^ 
notice  thij  is  no  ;«etft:  tjI  are  --jfeoa^lT  -vi.rutfi,  «ui 
firom  thia  moment  toiit  teaii*  4r*r  c»:irT'=»tii  riit  a*^  «jui^ 
the  block. 


How  confoandailj  pleaszit ! 

Give  me,  therefore,  yonr  word  of  Lo&oar,  Loth  «/f 
you,  that  until  mv  1*jt4s  Qjarbhak  Lave  A<f^^ru»itt^  the 
case,  there  shall  b«  jifcuher  d'lel  nor  L'ysitiie  enc/unter 
of  any  sort  between  jou. 

BICEELUer. 

It 's  none  of  my  business,  chevalier ;  let  Monsieur 
d'Aubigny  give  you  his  word,  and  then  you  sliall  liave 
mine ;  otherwise,  I  must  inform  you,  that  I  am  boumi 
to  follow  him  if  he  pleases  in  this  matter,  even  to  the 
scaffold. 

D*AUBIOKT. 

My  lord  duke,  I  would  take  your  life;  but  I  would 
have  taken  it  myselt    Trials  and  judges  are  useless  in 


S  KADSUOISSLLB   DB   BBIXB    I8LK.  let  IT. 

01  sir ;  the  only  jud^  between  yotir  grace  and 

me  must  be  God.     Monsieur  d'AiiTraj,   I  pledge  mr 
word  to  you ! 


That  neither  due'   -'■     -jounttr  shall   take  placr 
betwecu  you. 


Upon  the  hoiioti 


Upon  the  honour  ol  u  [. 


J 


Very  good,  gentlemen  ;  of  course,  I  rely  upon  your 
word. 

[ffoM  imd  loi^  orer  Ute  card-ptayn. 

A  courier,  this  moment  arrived  from  Paris,  desires  to 
speak  with  the  Duke  d'Aumont  ioimediatelj,  on  bis 
majesty's  business. 

d'aumont  {gt&ing  up). 
Gentlemen,  will  you  esciise  me? 


The  king's  service  first,  my  lord  duke  1 

[Rrit  D'AvMOKtyfoBoirirxg  Vte/oatwu 
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BIOHSLEEIT. 

Beally,  chevalier^  I  'm  in  despair  about  this  baulk. 

d'aubigny. 

Console  yourself,  my  lord  duke — I  hope  to  find  a 
remedy  for  it  yet.  Of  course,  you  are  aware  that  the 
matter  could  not  blow  over  thus,  and  that  I  should  not 
have  given  my  word  so  easily,  unless  I  had  found  a 
better  way  of  ending  the  whole  business.  And  did  your 
grace  really  suppose  that  so  short  and  easy  an  explana- 
tion had  already  satisfied  me  ?  If  so,  sir,  you  have  done 
me  yet  another  injury. 

RIOHELIEn. 

To  tell  you  the  truth,  chevalier,  I  was  a  little  sur- 
prised at  the  readiness  with  which  you  acceded  to 
Monsieur  d'Auvray's  proposal. 

d'aubigny. 

I  should  think  your  grace  might  have  understood  it, 
however.  The  cause  of  our  duel,  my  lord,  cannot  be 
dragged  before  a  tribimal — ^Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle 
is  already  dishonoured  enough,  without  the  public  dis- 
grace of  such  discussions;  but  believe  me,  my  lord 
duke,  there  are  other  ways  of  settling  this  quarrel. 

RICHELIEU. 

Permit  me  to  remind  you,  sir,  that  you  have  given 


your  word  of  honour- 


UADEUOISBU.K   DC   BEt.F.K   l^IX  ActtK 


D'AtTBIflXT. 

Not  to  fight  your  grace — -that 's  all ;  bat  the 
who  meana  to  be  revenged  of  an  insult — the  raui  wbi 
has  lost  peace,  happineaa,  evetything  in  this  life— tk 
man  who  has  awom  tn  Itill  his  enemy,  or  be  killed  bj 
Mtii — that  man,  my  ,  for  one  meanii  that  bib 

Mm  has  a  thousand  dy  at  his  hand.     All  M 

he  aaka  is,  to  find  an  r  brave  and  loyal  ei 

to  allow  that,  to  the  i  n  he  has  robbed  of  ewj 

hope,  he  has  no  right  t  any  satisfaction. 

alCKKUXU. 

I  flatter  myself,  sir,  that  you  will  find  in  me  prwi*li 
such  an  adversary. 

And,  therefore,  I  gave  ray  word ;  for  I  reckoneJ  np* 
your  grace's  courage. 

nicHELniu. 
You  were  quite  right,  my  dear  sir ;  and  the  deril  Oit 
me  if  I  back  out  from  anything  you  propose. 


Very  good,  sir.     Here  are  dice;  he  that  has  tlie«i>r-; 
of  three  tbrows — 

KICHSLISU. 

What  then  ?     It  'a  like  a  game  at  forfeitsL 
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d'avbiont. 
Shall  blow  his  brains  out,  my  lord  duke.     That 's  a 
kind  of  duel  my  lords  marshals  take  no  cognisance  of. 

mCITELrEU. 

Ha  1  ha !  ha  I     Ton  my  soul,  do  you  know,  that 's  a 
tnost  ingenious  contrivance  of  yours. 

d'aubigny. 
You  hesitate,  sir  ? 

RICHKLIEU. 

My  dear  fellow,  it's  the  funniest  notion  I  ever  heard 
of  in  all  my  life. 

D^AITBIONY. 

Your  grace  refuses  then  ? 

RICHELIEU. 

No,  no,  no,  not  precisely — 

d'aubignt. 

Have  a  care,  my  lord  duke ;  this  is  the  second  time 
that  it  has  happened  to  your  grace — 

BICHELIEU. 

What,  sir  ? 

d'attbiont. 

To  be  arrested,  in  the  most  convenient  manner,  at 
he  moment  of  receiving  a  challenge. 

N  N 


1^  I''Air^Mr-    ]m^  to:    .  iiiia'    i    s 


5;    tnr  -mjsp-  -.  ~'"'t  ztaat^ 


.  -nsr.-r-.       Ir^S.  m     IW^    <"" 


:-,-  -,!>■      ;    y^    fj^     .  ^.ii-    UJi  ."^     Jil*SrtU«' 


0&  T  ■,»:;.•  .c^w  '.li-.at:'  uyn 
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Well,  sir  ? 

So  that  it  might  almost  lie  supposed  that  Moiujevr 
d'Auvray  was  in  the  fbrehaad. 


Oh!  that  won't  led  now,  for  I  accept  the 

diallenge. 

Wdl  said,  my  lord  duke ;  I  looked  for  nothing  W 
from  you. 

BICHBUBV. 

Onlj',  my  good  friend,  I  must  beg  for  di  Louis' 
reprieve  after  the  game;  liecause, you  see,  if  one  doesn't 
happen  to  be  a  bastard,  one  has  always  a  little  busnes 
to  attend  to  in  such  cases  before  one — 


Sis  hours— so  be  it. 

l7Ti«/ nil  A>tn,  U  lin  « 

BICHRUEr. 

Charmed  to  have  a  throw  with  you. 


T)  Lonl !  what,  you  're  dicing  together  now  ? 
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Yes,  D'Auvray;  have  you  a  mind  to  go  half  in  my 
stake? 

D^AUYBAT. 

Yes ;  but  where 's  your  money  ? 

d'aubiont. 
We  are  playing  on  parole.     Begin,  my  lord  duke. 

BICHBLIEir. 

No ;  excuse  me— do  you  begin. 

d'autkat. 
Chamillac,  I  bet  fifty  louis  upon  Bichelieu. 

CHAMILLAC. 

Very  good ;  I  '11  take  you. 

d'auvray. 
Come,  gentlemen  I 

d'aubigny. 

Since  your  grace  insists  upon  it — {throw8)—Fiv{i 

BICHELIEU  (throws). 
Eight! 

CHAXILLAC. 

Come,  come,  I  want  my  revenge. 

d'auvbat. 
Are  they  going  on  with  it  ? 

M  N  t! 


UAPEUOISELLR    UK    BELI.E    ISLE.  Act  IV. 


.    n  4TB1QXT. 

It's  you  to  b^n,  my  lord  duke. 


I  hope  my  begii 
— (Arou's)— Nitii 


tiring  yon  luck  this  (tme 


Tou  have  no  ch&nce,  deiir  de  Ghamillac;  laa 

Borry   you   belted   on    ray   side  —  [thi-owe]  —  Eleven' 
that  'e  better. 


Quits,  d'Auvray. 

BtCHELIEr. 

Do  you  raeau  to  go  on.  Monsieur  d'Aiibigny  ? 


Certainly,  sir. 


D'ADTBAT. 

Thesam 

ebet,  Chamillac? 

Seven  1 

--""-■ 

Seven ' 

D-ArBIOST. 

CHAKILLAC. 

Nothing ! 


Sc  U  MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE.  649 

BiGHSLIBir. 

Shall  we  stop  now,  chevalier  ? 

d'aubignt. 
This  is  my  answer — Nine  ! 

RICHKLIKU. 

Eleven  I 

d'aubigny  (rismff). 
My  lord  duke,  you  have  won ! 

CIIAMILLAC. 

There  are  your  fifty  louis,  D'Auvray. 

RICHELIEU. 

Chevalier,  I  do  hope  yi)u  are  not  in  earnest. 

d'aubigny. 
And  how  dare  you  suppose  any  such  thing,  sir  ? 

lilCUELIEU. 

Because  the  thing 's  impossible. 

D'AlHIGyY. 

If  it  had  been  impossible,  sir,  your  grace  would  not 
have  agreed  to  it. 

RICHEUEir. 

Yes ;  but  if  I  hud  lost — 
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u'au»i9nt. 
If  you  had  loet,  my  lord  duke,  you    would  oflw  \rft 
■OUT  word,  as  I  shall  keep  mine. 


D'ACBIOSr. 

It  \a  just   morning  (three   o'clock);  at    aiiu^  JMT 
race,  I  shall  pay  you. 


hicoj^ia^bV  (foBowmg  Aim).  y 

Sirl  Sir!  You  will  do  no  such  thing,  or  joq  are 
stark  staring  mad ! 

[7S*  rat  of  the  charaettn  go  off  ffraiiiailkf  ■* 
tie  ballroom.  Richeliec  remaiiu  in  fnmt  of 
the  >tage,  walking  about  in  great  agitatioiL 

RICQEIJEU. 

He  It  do  it.  Oh,  he  '11  do  it,  as  he  says  it !  There 
are  certain  men  one  need  only  look  at  once  to  knov 
what  Htuff  they  are  made  of.  la  there  no  way  to  preTtnt 
this  horrid  absurdity  ?  To  think  that  he  'II  go  quietly 
home  to  hia  lodgings — and  there,  alone,  and  in  eoIJ 
blood — gad's  life,  it 's  worse  than  a  murder !  Youtli, 
courage,  a  fine  name,  and  in  six  hours  to  have  his  braim 
blown  out  by  a  pistol  shot !  And  all  for  that  infernal 
wager  of  mine,  that  I  wish  to  God  I  'd  lost  a  hundred 
times  over;  more  particularly  ae  the  devil  take  me  if  I 
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know  in  the  least  how  I  won  it,  after  alL  If  that  fellow 
ahoots  himself^  he  11  haunt  me  all  my  life  I  K  I  was 
only  at  Paris  I  might  get  a  lettre  de  cachet,  and  clap 
him  into  the  Bastile ;  he  would  be  safe  enough  there, 
unless  he  hung  himself  up  to  the  window  bars;  but 
here,  there 's  nothing  to  be  done — ^'pon  my  soul,  I  shall 
go  distracted! 

d'attmont  (coining  down). 
And  upon  my  soul,  I  shall  go  distracted ! 

HICHELIBU. 

You !  What  about  ? 

d'aumont. 
Why,  about  what 's  happenmg  to  me. 

RICHELIKU. 

Is  something  happening  to  you,  too?  Why,  you 
seem  quite  upset — agitated !  My  dear  fellow,  what 's 
the  matter  ? 

d'aumont. 
Have  you  heard  the  news  from  Paris  ? 

lilCHKLIEU. 

No. 

d'aumont. 
Complete  change  of  ministry ;  the  Bishop  of  Frejus 
at  the  head  of  the  cabinet. 


HADEMOIilEIXB    IIE    BELLB   ULR. 


The  Ins  lop ! 
nMlnshop. 

Ab  I   tbere,   then 
mucbioaera  so  not 
pooh'd  at  it,  in  tl 
Moonear  de  Butiri 


biohkluto. 


RICBKUEtr. 

I  said  ao;  I  told  Um 
our  ago,  and  slie  poA, 
tyle.     What  l>ecomes  of 


Arreeted. 

Arrested !  a  prince  of  the  blood  royal ' 


i/AUMOvr. 
Arrested,  nevertheless.     But  this  is  not  alL 


What,  eomething  else  I 


d' ACM  OBI. 

I  have  receiveil  a  letter  from  the  king,  ordering  the 
marchioness  to  her  estate,  there  to  remain  ;  banished  in 
fact,  till  further  notice. 

Why  do  they  write  that  to  you  ? 
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d'aumont. 

Because,  as  Captain  of  the  King's  Guard,  I  am  to  have 
the  honour  of  escorting  her  thither. 


RICnELIEV. 

.  0  Lord  !  poor  d'Aumont !  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

d'atjuont. 
I  must  do  as  I  am  commanded,  I  take  it. 

UICHELIEU. 

Is  any  delay  granted  ? 

d'aumont. 

Not  a  minute — the  express  is  not  to  return  to  Paris 
till  he  has  seen  us  off. 

KICUELIEU. 

Here,   D'Aumont;   here   comes  the   marchioness   to 
fetch  you  to  dance  with  her. 

D'AUMONT. 

I  wish  I  was  a  hundred  feet  under  ground  I 
MADAME  DK  VALCOUR  (etUcriny). 

What  are  you  about,  D'Aumont  ?     I  'm  waiting  for 
you. 


HADEMOISIXLB   DE   BELLB    ISLE. 


Poor  fellow — the  (Question  is  nut  what  he  ih  duiD;;,U( 
whut  lie  will  do ;  for  I  aisure  your  ladysiiip,  bis  nund  it 


bj  DO  meaDS  made  up. 
What  do  you  mei 


Madatn — pray  for|j  [  aui   moat   uufortUHtll 

I  am  in 


MABAXBD 

Bleas  iiK  I  what 's  the  matter  with  you  ? 


My  dear  marchioness,  let  what  will  happen,  dep*i 
upon  me  as  your  devoted  friend,  and  use  all  my  influow 
and  interest,  if,  however,  tliey  are  not  going  to  fix 
devil  with  your  fiwii  I 

My  influence  lost — my  interest!  Wliat  arc  n* 
both  talkiuff  about  ?     Are  you  both  mad  r 

i.'afshjst. 
Madam,  Uie  king  may  not  be  dlaobeyed. 

U  ADAllB  DK  TALCOtTB. 

Who  thioliii  of  disobeyiog  his  majesty  P 
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BICHELTEIT. 

Why  he  doee — D'Aumont  doee — if  he  only  knew  how  ; 
but  he  is  compelled  to  execute  the  orders  he  has  just 
received  from  court. 

KADAME  DE  TALC0X7B. 

And  what  are  they  ?    For  Heaven's  sake,  duke,  speak ! 

d'aumont. 

Do  not  alarm  yourself  madam ;  this  loss  of  favour  is, 
probably,  only  temporary. 

MADAME  DE   VALCOUR. 

Loss  of  favour !  You  will  be  the  death  of  me,  both 
of  you,  with  your  preparations.  Come,  I  'm  no  coward ; 
speak  out  at  once,  do,  and  let  me  know  what  is  the 
matter. 

[Enter  Chevalieb  d'Auvbay. 

D*AUVRAY  (to  lUCnELTKU). 

I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  duke ;  but  I  must  trouble 
you  for  yoiu*  sword — 

RICHELIEU. 

Hallo! 

d'atjvray  (shmvinf/  a  letter). 
The  king's  sign  manual. 


RICHELIEU. 

Prisoner ! 


UADEJIOISEIXE    DB    KELLB  ISLK 


You  must  go  immediately  to  Pane,  to  give  an  accoonl 
of  yourself  to  the  new  powers  that  be. 

■A&AK, "ILOOVR. 

For  pity's  soke,  ^  havt;  the  chiuity  to  telt 

lue  what  all  this  n  ' 


\'^'hy,  my  dear  i  it  mcaot!  that  your  piooi, 

humble,  self-denying,  tui         ind  all  unworldly  biiiKip 

is  at  tlie  Lead  of  the  government;  that  D'Aumout  ha^ 
at  this  moment  in  his  pocket  an  order  to  escort  jou 
into  banishment,  and  that  the  Duke  de  Bourbon  b 
arrest«d' 

UADAIIE    DE    VALCOFlt. 

Good  God,  my  imcle! 


Yoiirnnde: 

K  ASA  ME    DE    VALCOm. 

Gentlemen,  for  Heaven  s  gake,  lose  no  time  in  iLseless 
exclamations!  What  is  to  be  done?  But  cau"t  Isrt 
my  uucleV 
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BICHJELDSr. 

Of  what  use  were  that,  since  he  ia  arrestQd  ? 

MADAME   DE   VALCOUB. 

If  I  wrote  to  the  king? 

BICSELIEU. 

Your  letter  will  be  read  by  the  bifihop. 

iffAniiTK  DE   TALCOUB. 

To  the  queen? 

RICHELTEU. 

That,  indeed — 

M4DAXE  DE   VAIiCOUB. 

Oh,  yes ;  she  surely  cannot  have  forgotten  that  I  was 
the  means  of  bringing  her  out  of  banishment  to  place 
her  on  the  foremost  throne  of  Europe.  But  who  on 
earth  will  give  my  letter  to  her  ? 

BICHELIRU. 

I  will,  my  dear  marchioness — depend  upon  me ! 

MADAME   DE  VALCOUB. 

Your  grace  stands  by  me  in  my  need !     D'Aumont, 

give  me  that  pen  and  ink — my  head  spins  round I 

scarce  know  what  I  am  writing !    {Writes.) 

[7%e  dtmcert  groAuOfy  rtium. 


MADEMOISELLE   DE  BKLLB   I8LX.  Act  11. 

mcUKiJKU  {midMiiQ  Utc  paprr  frrnn  Aw). 
Stop — stop — stop  a  bit !     la  this  jour  handwriting 
tnadam? 

HtntHR  nit  TAUlOrB. 

Did  not  you  see  rao  write  it?     What  do  you  mean' 

UCIIKLIED. 

What  do  I  iDean  1  Why,  that  if  this  is  your  ha 
Vritisg,  madam,  this  note  and  this  petitiuo  an  j 
haudwriting  alsn,  and  not  JIademoiselli?  de  Be-IIe  H 
and,  if  so,  who  was  it  that  received  me  last  night  in 
chamber,  where  I  thought  she  waa  ? 


Nay,  madam,  the  truth  !  the  inith !— lives  an  wel 
fortunes  are  ia  every  mimite  that  we  waste  now.  V 
was  in  that  room  last  night? 


HADUIE  DB  VALCOUB  {rin'mf). 

Myself. 

EICHEUKD. 


HADAHE  I 

Your  grace's  humble  servant  and  your  wife. 
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His  wife! 


His  wife ! 


My  wife ! 


Your  wife. 


D'AUVaAT, 


D^AUXONT. 


BICHEUBU. 


MADAME  DB  YALCOTJR 


BICHEUEU. 

Then  I  Ve  lost  my  wager !    Then  Mademoiselle  de 
Belle  Isle  was  not  in  the  room !    Then  D'Aubigny  need 
not  blow  his  brains  out !    Oh,  my  dear,  dear  madam, 
pray  excuse  me;  but,  indeed,  I  am  so  overjoyed  at 
having  lost  that  cursed  wager,  that  I  protest  I  am  not 
half  as  much  shocked  by  this  news  as  might  have 
been  expected.    D'Aumont,  D'Auvray,  I  owe  you  each 
five  himdred  louis.     'Fore  God,  madam,  I'm  more 
obliged  to  your  ladyship  for  being  my  wife  than  words 
can  express  I    But^  come,  come,  come,  let  us  waste  no 
time  in  useless  exclamations — since  you  are  my  wife, 
madam,  give  me  your  hand — and  to  Paris  instantly,  to 
throw  ourselves  at  the  king's  feet ;  for  unless  I  can  be 
back  here  in  less  than  six  hours,  the  bravest  young 
fellow  in  France  will  have  blown  his  brains  out ! 

MABAMR  DK  VALCOVR. 

Good  Godl  what  do  you  mean? 


HADEUOI^EIXE    DE    DEU£    ISLK. 


Ezcelleot  company ' 
ocMJurred  to  us — eonie  of 
some  into  matrimonj— 
tiie  mormng  yet. 
if  horses'  legs  may 
not  yet  empty,  and 
come,  madam — my  ... 
—reserve  all  fiirUif 
joii,  if  tLat  younj 
■will  never  forgivt  ,_.,, 
that  has  been  coDceraed 


Strange  accidents,  you  see,  hSTe 
us  have  fallen  into  disgrace  and 
-'tis  little  more  than  three  is 
back  here  in  six  honr^ 
lope  to  find  the  ball-room 
r-room  still  full !  Coidf, 
luouess — duchess,  I  iii«u 
ltb  for  the  road ;  for  I  tell 
h  is  to  lie  at  my  door,  I 

„ aelf,  or  any  human  being 

in  so  terrible  a  jest ! 


'^  THE   FOUBTH  ACT. 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  1. 

Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle's  room. 
Mademoiselle  de  Belle  Isle  and  a  Footman. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

You  are  sure  you  remember  who  I  mean ;  Monsieur 
d'Aubigny — the  young  officer  who  called  here  yesterday 
and  the  day  before — 

FOOTMAN. 

I  know  perfectly  who  you  mean,  madam. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE  (sealing  a  letter). 

Well,  you  must  find  him  immediately.  It  is  quite 
early  yet — hardly  seven  o'clock.  He  will  certainly  not 
have  lefb  his  lodging;  give  him  this  note,  and  bring 
him  with  you  hither  directly.  I  must  speak  to  him 
immediately.     Before  you  go,  send  Mariette  to  me. 

FOOTMAN. 

Mariette  left  the  palace  last  night  with  her  ladyship. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

The  marchioness  left  the  palace  you  say  ? 

o  o 


lUVEMOI^ilLLE    I)E   BELLE    ISLZ.  Jkc^  V. 


Last  night,  modaiu  ;  her  ladyship  went  away  with  tb^ 
Duke  de  Richelieu  before  the  ball  was  over. 


Bat  she  will  con  e  is  comiug  back,  in-^y  ? 


I  do  not  know,  aut  if  joa  please   I  can 

iuqoire. 

lUDRVOks  BKLLK    ISLE. 

Yes,  pray  do ;  but,  first  of  all,  take  that  letter,  for  it 
is  immediate,  {Exit  Servant,)  lATiat  can  be  hap- 
pening ?  Yesterday  she  sent  me  word  that  she  could 
not  receive  me — this  morning  she  has  left  the  palace!  ' 
Not  a  word  from  D'Aubigny  \  I  cannot  conceive  what 
is  going  on — 

d'avbigxt  (m  lie  aaUrtum). 

Can  I  see  Mademoiselle  de  Belle  lale  ? 

HABBMOISELLE  CB  BELL£  IRLK, 

Oh,  yes,  Henry  I  Come  in!  come  in!  I  had  jiu=t 
written  to  you.  I  was  expecting  you  every  monicu', 
and  yet  almost  feared  that  you  would  not  come. 

D' AUDI  C  NT. 

It  is  an  unforeseen  circumstance,  indeed,  that  bri%f 


-     Sc  1.  MAOKHOmiXX  HE   BEIXX  lOX.  ^^ 

No   matter  what.     You   art  most  veloome.     Oh,   I 
am  80  glad  to  see  yon  a^r&ii^  • 

I  have  come  to  a^k  a  service  of  y<  -u — 

^ATiVJff.fBVT  T  F    l-i.    i>ELLL     IKI.F. 

A  service  of  me  ?     Ob,  =peak  ! 

Gabrielle,  I  have  no  oDe  in  the  world  but  vou.  Mv 
mother  died  in  giving  nie  birtL :  my  fjsitber  fell  at  the 
battle  of  Deiiain.     I  have  no  relatioiiiSy  no  friends  ! 

X^IiEXOTRELLE  PF   BELLE   IHLE. 

No  friends  ? 

i»*ArBiGjrr. 

I  do  not  know,  therefore,  to  whom  I  can  confide  a 
trust  of  some  importance  unless  you  will  take  charge  of 
it  for  me. 

MADKMOIBELLE  DK   BELI^  I8LE. 

WTiat  trust  ? 

d'aubigitt. 

Papers,  that  concern  my  fortune  and  estate — 

MADEMOISELLE  DB  BELLE  ISLE. 

And  why  do    you  not  keep    them   in   your    tiwn 
possession? 

oo  % 


HAIIEMOI»£LLE    DE    BEL1£   ISLE. 


Becftuse  I  ftin  {joiog  away,  tiabrielle. 


Away? 


Yea,  I  am   goii  you ;  and  when  absfwc 

once  begins,  God  ak  1  bow  long  it  la^s. 


Henry ! 

I  do  not  wish  to  alarm  you ;  but  who  can  foresee 
what  time  may  have  in  etore  for  him  ?  Assuredly,  had 
any  one  foretold  to  me  the  events  of  the  last  three  day^ 
I  had  not  credited  them ;  but  I  must  endeavour  to  be 
no  more  surprised  by  miBfortune.  I  shall  not,  there- 
fore, escape  from  it,  I  know ;  but  it  shall,  henceforth, 
find  me  prepared  for  it — expecting  it. 

XADKMOieitLLI!    nR    BELLR    ISLR. 

I  have  not  inlerrupted  you,  Henry ;  though  every 
word  you  have  uttered  has  been  a  da^er  to  my  heart. 
Go  on  then,  since  you  do  not  fear  to  wound  me ;  go  on, 
I  listen  to  you  most  attentively. 


Sb  I.  HADUIOtSKLLE  DB  BELLS   I8LK.  Mi 

Ob,  believe  me,  it  costs  me  much  to  gire  you  i 
mumeot'it  paiu ;  but  what  I  bave  tu  say  iti  most  iui 
portant,  and  once  said,  it  will  be  said  for  over. 

MlDBIfOUXLLK    UK    BBI,LK   IHLB. 


Tbc-  butir  uf  parting  bas  brought  with  it  soUmtt 
thoughts  of  the  countless  chances  of  this  weary  life. 
Ferbapu — perhaps  I  shall  see  you  no  more  again  ;  and 
I  cannot  leave  you  without  entreating  your  foigiveuesB 
for  my  intemperate  anger  yesterday.  Alas !  one  cannot 
calmly  tear  from  one's  heart  a  hope  that  bad  been  its  life'it 
blood  for  four  years — for  1  have  loved  you  thus  long — 
longer,  longer !  I  cauDot  retneiober  when  I  loved  you 
not ;  but  I  have  feared  that  if  I  did  uot  return — if — if, 
in  short,  if  I  were  to  die  without  seeing  you  once  again, 
you  might  imagine  tliat  I  had  died  with  a  heart  em- 
bittered against  you ;  aiid  thiu  might  have  caused  you 
anguish  and  remorse.  The refure,  Gabrielle,  I  am  cumtr 
to  bid  you  farewell— no  longer,  alas '.  as  a  luver  leaviug 
bi4  betrothed,  but  as  a  brother  parting  from  a  sister. 

lIlDKIIOlltKLUl  DB  BKLLB  I  MLB. 

Oh,  you  are  pitiless — pitiless  *  and  you  will  min'ly 
rue,  one  day,  the  turture  you  are  inflicting  on  me  now 


flAOrUOISGLl-E    HE    liEt-LX    ISI.K. 


And  yet,  't  is  but  the  desire  that  yotir  hf^piuen—   i 
if  you  can  yet  be  happy — may  not  be  disturbed  b? 
tbonghts  of  my  despair,  that  prompts  me  at  this  motnenL 
Had  it  been  bett«'j  t    '  i  in  the  belief  that  I  haiaf 

and  cursed  you,  w  I  had  forgiveo  you — 

KU>1  I  BKLLG  1«IJ(. 

Forgiven  me  1 

IRT. 

Yea,  forffiven  you.     I  in  but  rery  lately  that  tUT    ' 

heart  has  found  the  Htrengtb  to  do  so ;  but  Heaven  has 
taken  pity  on  me.  The  best  part  of  this  night  I  have 
passed  within  the  sacred  walls  of  a  church ;  for  we  may. 
and,  alas !  do,  forget  God  in  our  senseless  hours  of  joy 
and  happy  hope ;  but  when  joy  and  happiness  are  tom 
from  us  for  ever,  God  still  remains  to  us,  and  then- 
yea,  then,  we  remember  him — we  seek  him.  I  had  for- 
gotten Him,  for  my  heart  was  filled  with  but  one  thoug-bt, 
and  that  was  you — you ;  but  last  night,  in  the  bitter 
anguish  of  my  soul,  I  thought  on  Him — or  rather.  He 
mercifully  thought  on  me.  I  spent  two  hours  prostrate 
before  the  altar,  weeping  and  praying!  O  Gabrielle, 
Gabrielle,  God  grant  that  you  may  never  feel  such 
desperate  need  of  prayers,  of  tears,  and  of  His  hnK 
!uiuctuary ! 

MAPEKOtSKLLE  UK  DKLLK  IS\.K. 

He  is  mad. 
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d'attbiont. 

No ;  no  longer  mad.  I  was  msA,  but  I  have  recovered 
my  senses ;  for  from  that  chm'ch  I  turned  home^  calm 
and  resigned  at  least,  if  not  consoled.  Since  then,  I 
have  put  all  in  order  for  my  departure ;  and  I  have  come 
to  confide  these  papers  to  you.  If  I  return,  you  shall 
give  ihem  back  to  me ;  if  I  do  not  return,  then  open 
them,  and  let  me  beseech  you  to  fulfil  the  last  entreaties 
yon  will  find  in  them.     And  now — ^farewell,  Ghibrielle  I 

MADEMOIBEI«LB  D£  BELLE  ISLE. 

Good  Heavens !     Where  is  Madame  de  Valcour  ? 

D^AUBIOlfY. 

Will  you  not  say  farewell,  Gabrielle  ? 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Henry — ^you  shall  not  leave  me  ! 

D*AUBIGNT. 

I  must! 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

Because  you  believe  me  guilty;  but  listen—listen ;  I 
swear  to  you,  by  my  mother's  soul — by  my  father's  pro- 
mised freedom— by  your  life— oh,  dearer  a  thousand 
times  than  my  own — ^that  I  am  innocent ! 


1  UAliEUOIBELLE    DE    BSLLE    ISLE.  Act  V. 

d'aubiqnt. 
I  have  heard  those  oaths  before ;  and  remember,  too, 
I  heard  the  duke — 


You  heard  him. 
BUrpaased  belief,  't 
with  wicked  aud  ai 
was  dupe  of  eoroe 
Heary ! 


—  8£LLB  I8LE- 

te  of  hia  aasurance,  wEucb 
Jl  false  I  He  either  liisi, 
piirpose,  or,  like  myself 
tratagem.     Oh,  hear  me, 


Well? 

MASEIIOiaKU^  DE  BELLB  ISLK. 

Heaven  forgive  me  \  I  am  committing  a  sin  in  speak- 
ing this,  for  I  have  sworn— but— but— that  uigbt, 
when  Monsieur  de  Richelieu  maintains  that  I  receivetl 
him  here,  I  was  not  in  the  palace. 

d'aubight. 
You  were  not  in  the  palace? 

lUDEMOIBELLB  DB  BBLLE  ISLE. 

No;  I  left  it  at  ten  o'clock  that  night,  and  odIv 
returned  to  it  at  five  the  next  morning. 


But,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  where  were  you  tbeii  ? 
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MADBM 0I8KLLE  DB  BBLLB  I8LS. 

That  Madame  de  Valcour  alone  can  authorise  me  to 
reveal.  I  have  already  broken  half  my  solemn  promise 
in  telling  you  thus  much ;  remember  that^  Have  mercy 
on  me,  Henry,  and  urge  me  no  fiirther  now,  for  I  have 
suffered  such  anguish  since  yesterday,  that  only  to  keep 
you  here  I  might  be  tempted  to  utter  all,  in  spite  of  a 
most  sacred  oath. 

d'aubiony. 

Absent  from  the  palace  the  whole  night  I   Crood  G-od ! 

MADEMOISBLLB  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

I  have  said  it  Now  grant  me  but  this ;  and  if  the 
expectation  I  hold  out  to  you  prove  false,  then,  Henry, 
kill  me ;  or  worse,  worse,  a  thousand  times,  forsake  and 
despise  me  for  ever !  Wait— only  wait  till  I  can  bring 
you  to  Madame  de  Valcour,  and,  at  her  feet,  I  will 
implore  her  to  tell  you  all,  and  free  me  from  these 
dreadful  suspicions ! 

D*AT7BIGNY. 

Madame  de  Valcour — Madame  de  Valcour ^you  know 

that  you  will  not  see  her  again  —that  she  is  gone  beyond 
your  reach — 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

How? 

d'aubiony. 
Madame  de  Valcour  is  gone. 


Hm^n 

UADGMOL^ELLE    DE    BSUA    UHX. 

■ 

MAUBMOUBLLE  DB  BBU^  lAUL 

Gone  I 

d 

1 

t." 

^PBIGSt. 

1 

1 

Banished  to  lier  estate. 

Banish  ( 

'A  ! 

)B  BKLLE  ISLE. 

3WT. 

The  Duke  de  Bo 

y^ps  involved  her 

in  hi. 

nu 

But  why  du  I  dwell  oe 

circumstancee. 

wliidi 

mi 

lie  aa  wiill-known  to  you. 

o  myself. 

HADimOISBI.LB  DE  BBU.B  ISLE. 

The  Duke  de  Bourbon  is  no  longer  prime  minister' 


No,  Gahrielle ;  and  your  father  is  free— 


B  DE  BKLLR  tSLK. 

The  Dukede  Bourbon  is  no  longer  minister? 


He  resigned  yesterday,  at  noon. 


MIDKUOISELLE  DE  fiEU.E  ISLE. 

True,  true,  is  it  true,  Henry  ?     Speak — speak '. 


What  matters  it? 
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XABXMOIBBLLB  DB  BELLE  IHLE. 

Answer  me,  I  say^  upon  your  sacred  honour ;  is  it  true 
that  the  Duke  de  Bourbon  is  no  longer  minister  ? 

B'AUBieKT. 

It  is  true. 

KADEICOISSLLB  DB  BBLLB  ISLE. 

Then  I  may  tell  you  all — ^then,  I  am  freed  from  my 
oath,  then — then — ^then — ah !  Henry,  we  are  saved  ! 
That  night — oh !  Heaven  be  praised ;  oh  !  Heaven  be 
thanked,  we  are  delivered!  I  cannot  speak — I  am 
choking ! 

d'aubiony. 
Good  Heavens — speak — speak — for  pity's  sake ! 

XADEM0I8ELLE  DE  BELLE  ISLE. 

That  night — ^by  favour  of  an  order  from  Madame  de 
Valcour,  and  in  her  carriage,  I  left  the  palace.  That  night 
in  which,  unfortunate  !  thou  believedst  I  had  deceived 
thy  love,  and  blasted  all  our  hopes — that  night  I  passed 
in  my  father's  arms — my  father,  whom  I  had  not  seen 
for  three  wretched  years  of  dreary  imprisonment ;  if  you 
doubt  me,  Henry — he — he,  my  father  himself,  shall 
swear  to  you,  on  his  white  hairs,  that  I  speak  the  truth  ! 

I)*AUBIGNY. 

Re  silent !     Oh,  l)e  silent ! 


MADElfOISBU.K   DR   BKLLB    IXLB. 


B  ave  loved  you  ever — die!  die  I  yi>u,  die!   Dh, 

my  God !  my  God  1  that  fatal  man.    Why,  why  did  he 
ever  cross  my  path  ? 


Do  you  not  see  murder  him  ? 

lunm  I  BBU.R  tsLR. 

You  ehall  not  le  ;nry ;  I  will  cling  to  yon; 

3n>u  shull  Dot  niove . 

And  yet  there  is  no  other  w«y.  If  he  were  dead,  no 
human  l>eing  knows  of  what  passed  between  us— none 
know,  that  this  very  day,  this  very  hour,  iu  a  few  shrat 
minutes,  I  had  sworn  to  blow  my  brains  out.— 0 
Gabrielle,  help  me  1  help  me!  See  whither  my  love  for 
thee  has  led  me ;  I  speak  the  words  of  basena^s ;  I 
think  the  thoughts  of  cowardice.  See,  see  how  I  lore 
thee!  since  I  can  contemplate  dishonour  rather  than 
thy  loss. 

MADEMOISELLB  PE  BRLLE  ISLE. 

Love!  yes,  thou  hast  love,  but  no  pity!  Unclasp thj 
arms.  Not  on  thy  heart,  but  at  thy  feet,  is  now  m; 
place.  Oh !  wert  thou  thus  in  anguish  to  cast  thyself 
down  before  me,  fame,  honour,  life,  all — all  would  be 
thine ;  whilst  thou  canst  see  me  thus  embrace  thy  feet. 
and  give  bnt  half  thy  soul  to  love,  the  rest  to  pride  and 
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deceive  me ! '  Now,  now,  now,  will  you  forgive  me 
^-or  shall  I  forgive  you  ?  Oh  !  no,  no,  neither  1  Let 
us  forget  the  bitter  past — the  future  is  all  our  own — 
the  future  in  two  blessed  words — I  love  you,  dearest ;  do 
you  love  me  still  ? 

I>*AUBIGNT. 

Hush — hush  !  And  yet  tell  me — for  my  benumbed 
senses  seem  rushing  back  suddenly  to  life — since  you 
were  not  here,  since  you  were  at  Paris,  every  word 
that  villain  uttered  was  false.  He  lied,  that  duke — that 
base,  that  infamous  traducer!  {looks  at  the  clock).  Oh, 
God !  and  but  half  an  hour  to  find  him,  and  tear  his 
heart  out — half  an  hour — one  short  half  hour ! 

[Jimhes  to  the  door.     She  stops  him, 

MADKMOISRLLE  DE  BKLLE  I8LK. 

Henry,  what  means  this  ?  I  stand  here  before  you. 
I  tell  you  that  I  am  innocent.  I  prove  it  to  you.  I 
tell  you,  again,  that  I  love  you ;  oh,  most  dearly !  and 
instead  of  answering  me — of  thinking  of  me — you  speak 
of  nothing  but  that  man  !  Forget  his  folly,  and  despise 
his  calumnies.  Let  us  think  now  of  nothing  but  my 
fiEitber^s  restored  liberty;  let  us  return  home  again  to 
Brittany — to  happiness  I 

D'AUBIONr. 

Happiness,   Gabrielle,   happiness?     Oh  I    it  is   r 
yoiur  turn  to  hear  a  fatal  secrete 
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MASRMOUeLLB  DE  DEI.Ui  ISLE. 

Wbat?     Good  Heavens! 

d'afbiobt. 

No — no — leave  —     '"^  —■>  go — let  me  go — !<*• 
fiDd  him.     I  will  find  'ore  my  time  expires. 

Henry,  you  shall  m  this  room.     I  know  mA 

what  you  mean,  or  nhu  eek  to  do  ;  bat  you  AA- 

only  orosa  the  thr&shold  ot  tJ.J  door  over  my  body, 
if  you  attempt  to  force  me  from  it,  I  will  raise  the  hyas 
with  cries  for  help! 

To  die  now— thufi — at  such   a  moment^ — a-ssasflimh^ 
by  that  villain  ;  impossible  ! 

llADK>tOJS>UJJ;  DR  aELLE  ISJ,E. 

What  horrible  words  are  those  ? 


0  Ual.iriellel  come  to  my  iiriiis  nnee  more;  «« 
more,  for  the  last,  last  time,  lay  that  dear  head  n[«« 
my  heart.  So — now,  tell  me  again,  again,  thou  Inral 
me.  Angel,  repeat  it  to  me,  in  this  moment  of  Aef^ 
Dolt,  idiot  that  I  was,  to  doubt  tbce  I  I  should  bft 
doubted  myself,   uiy   eyea,  everytliing   but   tbee;  W 
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Btnng  with  the  thought  of  thy  treachery^  racked  with 
the  bitter  thought  of  having  thee  torn  from  me,  I  became 
mad.  Alas  I  if  thou  hadst  believed  me  perjured,  and 
forsworn,  thou  wouldst  have  died  forgiving  me,  because 
bhou  art  a  woman — an  angel  of  pity  and  forgiveness ; 
but  I  hungered  for  vengeance — I  thirsted  for  thy  be- 
[jrayer's  blood.  I  ought  not,  perhaps,  to  tell  thee  this 
ireadfiil  thing,  but  all  strength  and  self-command 
bave  left  me.  I  met  him — challenged  him  ;  we  were  to 
fights 

XADRMOISELLE  DS  BELLE  ISLE. 

Heavens ! 

d'aubiony. 

We  were  arrested ;  we  passed  our  word  of  honour  not 
X)  fight ;  no  means  remained  of  encountering  him  but 
iragging  before  a  tribunal  the  cause  of  our  quarrel. 
That  cause  was  thy  dishonour,  Gabrielle ;  thou  wert  lost, 
or  my  injury  unrequited ;  then — then — dice  lay  at  hand 
— ^the  devil  prompted  me — and  I  challenged  him  to  play 
his  life  against  mine,  at  hazard ;  he  accepted,  for  he  is 
brave ;  we  threw,  and  I  lost  I 

MADKMOISELIJS  DE  BELLE  ISLE   (shrteks). 

Ah !  now  I  see  it  all !  your  return  hither  was  but  to 
leave  me  for  ever ;  that  absence  was  death.  You  were  to 
die  for  me — for  me  1  Oh  !  but  you  forget,  I  am  not 
guilty.  You  wanted  to  die  because  you  thought  me 
guilty ;  you  know,  now,  I  am  not  guilty.    I  love  you 


llAliF.MOt(iEI.I.E    DB    BKl-LK    Vl-K.  *o  V, 


Go,  go,  go  !  aod  leave  roe — quick ! 

[MlDKHOISBLLE    IIB  BkLU   IsI.K  JfoM  iVs  Atf  nai 


Go  to  tiie  devil,  ft  lell  you  lie  im  here,  and  I 

innst  and  will  spe^ 

J 

i<         ittr.  ~ 

At  li-tijitii  yim  jirc  in  nivErmsp '. 


And  yuu  iu  mint- '.   And  a  prt-tty  fright  1  Lave  kul  iJ 
it  lest'  I  sjiould  come  too  l.ite. 


.Mv  \u,i\  duke,  V.J11  liave  lied". 


My  dear  friend,  i  know  it :  and  I  hnve  ga)tfi|ird 
thirty  niilew.  without  druwiug  rein,  to  tell  yoii  w:  tui 
I  would  have  tuld  you  so  eix  houra  tigo,  but  tliM  I  *> 
arrefited,  and  carried  to  Pajis,  where,  fortunately,  a  jw 
tification  of  three  words  satisfied  his  Alaj*-sty; 
thank  (iod,  i  do  not  arrive  tuo  late  I 
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vengeance.  How  can  I  help  thee  ?  Let  me  go  to  that 
wicked,  cruel  man.  I  will  implore  him  to  spare  thee — 
to  spare  us  both.  O  Henry,  my  heart  is  bursting — ^my 
lensee  are  forsaking  me — have  mercy  on  me,  Henry  ! 
Mercy !    mercy ! 

d'aubignt. 
Courage,  beloved  one  I     0  Heaven !    you   tear   my 
[leart-strings ! 

MADEMOISELLK   DR   BELLE  ISLE. 

Courage  to  see  thee  die  ?  Never !  never !  but  to  die 
pvith  thee,  yes,  now,  this  instant,  since  it  must  be  so. 
At  least — at  least,  together  I  Hush  !  hush  !  listen  I  't  is 
bis  voice !  't  is  the  voice  of  the  duke ! 

D'AUBIOXy. 

Great  God  be  thanked!  thy  ju.stice  leads  him  IiiMier. 
Now,  Gabrielle,  now  do  for  me  to-day  what  I  did 
yesterday  for  you.    In — in  to  that  room  I 

MADEMOISELLK    I)K    BELLE   ISLE. 

No,  no,  I  will  not  leave  you  I 

d'aubiuny. 
Then,  by  Heaven,  I  will  murder  him  at  yoiu-  feet ! 

MADEMOISELLE   HE   BELLE   IBLK. 

I  will  go,  Henry,  I  will !  but,  in  the  name  of  Heaven — 


SbO  UADKUOI8ELLB   DB   BKLtB    I8LX. 

uiuiXR  OB  vAu-om. 
My  dear  chevalier,  when  I  tell  you  that  1 
Gabriblle's  chamber  during  her  ulMieuve  at   Pari^  tk» 
fatal  mystery  will  ail  be  solved. 


Oh,  Heiiveii  be  pra;  his  respite  fram  dM^! 

My  lord  duke,  your  h  are  a  brave  and  hutuw- 

able  itian. 


Halt,  my  dear  fellow  1  it's  evident  you  don't  oouM 
modesty  among  my  virtues,  aud  yet  I  have — a  litUt 
But  here  is  the  beacon  whose  light  shall  heneeloiti 
point  to  every  virtue  that  is  wanting  in  my  list. 


Your  grace's  reformation  i* — 

uicnauEv. 

la  a  miiacie,  my  dear  abb4 1     But  it  was  wrought  b» 

two,  and  here  they  are — the  paragon  of  maids  and  wiv«. 

And  now,  have  all  prepared  in  the  chapel,  without  low 

of  time,  for  the  sulcuiuisation  of  these  two  happy  mar- 

MAD.HiK  PK  V4L(.'OFB- 

Two? 
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RICHELIEU. 

Yes,  madam^  if  you  please !  My  own  unwortbiness 
has  divorced  me  from  you  hitherto,  far  more  effectually 
than  death  ever  could  have  done.  The  presumptuous 
folly  of  my  youth  rejected  in  you  a  treasure,  of  which 
my  riper  judgment  owns  the  worth.  Our  former  union 
was  devised  by  others,  and  suggested  by  expediency ; 
our  present  one  is  chosen  by  ourselves,  and  on  one  side 
at  least  prompted  by  love,  esteem,  and  admiration. 

MADAJiE  DE  YALCOUB. 

Oh,  my  dear,  dear  abbe,  am  I  not  well  rewarded  ?  And 
as  for  your  grace's  sentiments,  I  am  willing  to  believe 
they  make  up  in  vivacity  what  they  want  in  duration. 
Now,  as  for  me,  my  dear  duke,  since  we  are  come  to 
the  closing  chapter  of  confessions,  though  I  may  have 
felt  little  admiration,  and  less  esteem,  for  your  conduct, 
during  some  periods  of  my  acquaintance  with  you,  I 
have  loved  you  with  the  most  persevering  patience  every 
minute  of  the  last  six  years. 

RICHELLEr. 

So,  now  to  marry!  and  then  to  Brittany,  where, 
mademoiselle,  your  father,  whom  the  change  of  ministry 
has  liberated,  will  meet  you ;  and  should  the  time  which 
must  elapse  before  you  are  again  in  his  arms  prove 
tedious — 
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UcWodd.    NgwEditlDcmiKdi  wHhSHiia.    l*olt.m<li  | 

A  XAHIAL  OF  6E08BAPST.  Pbjrial,  IndiulriBl,  ntd  Potiticsl.  ' 

Bt  William  tlroHBS,  F  R  G.S..l:c,l'nirF»Dr<irORi(TipriTiDQam'i  . 

Colinc,  IjiQdon.    Ken  inil  Iturouihly  irriKd  EdiUoa :  vilh  *  colMnd 


£y  fie  ta*>«  AMIior. 
TBE   OEOGOAPET    OF    BBITtSH    HISTOBT;    ■    C^oognpliiokl 

TiBci  lo  (he  Pr«pni  Ubj;  i-ith  «  ^elch  o(  the  t " 

Colonwlion  on  I  Hf  pan  of  the  EagVnh  Nition.    Wi 
Ulpa.    fcpsvo  SiSrf 

A  KXW  BBITIEH  GAZmEEB;  or,  Topognphical  Dictionuy  of 
I  ttw  Bntiih  lilindB  (11(1  NirtDO  Scu .  CompnsiBE  conciv  UnrripEioni 

I  of  tboui  60.000  tlua,  S«u.  Niionl  Fninrn.  tad  Oi'jma  of  Smt, 

I  ranDdFdon  (he  bal  Aulhontin,    By  J.  A.  Shaip.    lroU.t^o  ^tltt 

I   A  EKW  DICtlOHAET  OF   OE06BAFHT,   DeKrtptin,  PliTnc*!, 

1  lHalJ<tieal.  uid  Hi.ioricnlt   Formiojt  .  coinpiH*  GFi.enI  GunicR  o( 

tbe  World.  By  A.  K.  JoriSBTON,  f.K-S.IL,  A^   Stemid  JCAImb,  mi»d, 

I  In  One  Volume  on, sGg  pifei,  c»mpriuB;i,baai  £0,000  Naaa  »(  Fl*cn. 


I  THE  ERQDTEEB'S  BAHDBOOK;  eiplainiiig  the  Principk*  wiiidi 
(banld  tuidF  lh«  Voimi  kncineer  in  ib*  Conxlruliion  oT  Uiekown.  nil 
Ibe  neictuiy   Kuitt,  Propoiuani,  and  Tabia,     Bj  C.  S.  LmranES, 


PUBLUHEB  BY  XEBSBB.  LONGMAN  AND  GO. 


ai   I 


I 


XOOBE'B  ntlSH  MSL0DIE8.  With  161  Designs  on  Steel  bj 
Danibl  BIaclisb,  R.A.,  and  the  whole  of  the  Text  of  the  Songs  en^aTed 
by  BsoKSE.    Super-royal  Svo  SU  6d 

TZNHIEL'8  EDITION  OF  MOOBE'S  LALLA  BOOKH.  With  68 
VToodcot  Illustrations,  from  Original  Drawings,  and  6  Initial  Pages  of 
Persian  Designs  by  T.  Sulman,  Jan.    Fcp  4to  21fl 

XOOBE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  People's  Edition,  complete  in  One 
Volame,  large  type,  with  Portrait  after  Phillips.  Sqaare  crown  8to 
price  12*  (kf 

POEnCAL  W0BK8  OF  LETITIA  ELIZABETH  LAITDON  (L.E.L.) 
Comprising  the  Jmprorisairice^  the  Venetian  Bracelet^  the  Golden  Violet, 
the  TroubisdoHr,  and  Poetical  Remains.  New  Edition ;  with  2  Vignettes. 
3  TOls.  Ifimo  10« 

LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  BOME  ;  with  Ivry  and  the  Jrmadn.  By  the 
Right  Hon.  Lord  Macau  lay.    l6mo  4«  M 

LOBB  XACATTLATS  LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  BOME.  With  Illustra- 
tions.  Original  and  from  the  Antique,  drawn  on  Wood  by  G.  Scharf.  Fcp 
4to3U 

POEVS.  By  Matthew  Abnold.  Fibst  Sebies,  Third  Edition. 
Fcp  Bto  54  td   Second  Ssbibs,  5» 

By  the  tame  Author, 

KEBOFB :  A  Tragedy.    With  a  Preface  and  an  Historical  Intro- 
!  dnction.    Fcp  Svo  5# 

I  SOTJTHErS  POETICAL  WOBKS ;  with  aU  the  Author's  last  Intro- 
ductions and  Notes.  Library  Edition,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette. 
Medium  8to  2U  ;  in  10  vols,  fcp  8vo  with  Portrait  and  19  Vignettes,  S5« 

I  By  the  eame  Author, 

t 

THE  BOCTOB,  Ac.    Complete  in    One  Volume.     Edited  by  the 
:  Rer.  J.  W.  Wartbr,  B.D.    With  Portrait,  Vignette,  Bust,  and  coloured 

I  Plate.    Square  crown  8to  12«  6<f 

CALDEBON'S  THBEE  BBAMAS  !   Love  the  Greatest  Enchantment^ 
The  Sorceries  of  Sin,  and  The  Devotion  of  the  Cross,  attempted  in  English 
Asonante  and  other  ImiUtlve  Verse,  by  D.  F.  MacCartht,  M.R.I.A., 
i  with  Note^  and  the  Spanish  Text.    Fcp  4to  I5s 


A  STTBTEY  OF  HUMAN  PB0OBE8S  TOWABDS  HIOHEB  CIYI- 
LISATION :  a  Progress  as  little  perceived  by  the  multitude  in  any  age, 
as  is  the  growing  of  a  tree  by  the  children  who  sport  under  its  shade.  By 
NsiL  AuNOTT,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  ice,    8to  price  6tf  6d 

COLONISATION  AND  COLONIES:  Being  a  Series  of  Lectures 
delivered  before  the  University  of  Oxford  in  1839,  '40,  and  '41.  By 
Ubbman  Mbbitalk,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Political  Economy.  Second 
Edition,  with  Notes  and  Additions.    Svo  18« 


HI9TS  to  MOTEEBB  VS  THE  MAITAGEKERT  07  tEEB 
HEALTH  DllBINGTHK  PERIOD  (IF  PREGNANCY  ASDIHTftS 
LVING-IN  RUOM.    flyT.BDi.L,M.D.    fepBioi. 

THE  XATEEHAL  HAKAOEHXKT  OF  CStLOaZS  TS  HZAUl 


THE  FATSHTXE'S  HAITIIAI ;  A  Trfstine 

licp  or  Ulleii  Pateni,  optdilly  inlfodfil  (or  tiip  nu 
InvFDtan,    it)  J.  JohkmhuiiI  J.  H.  JoHNaoii,  Ktqi 


l.hr  Ltw  tmi  Pruc- 


THE  FHACnCAL  aECHAmCS  JDUKNAL  :  An  Illustrated  R«tml 

lloni.    4ta  price  U  moTiihly.    Vols.  1.  to  XV.  price  IW  each,  in  dotk. 

THE  FBAcnCAI  MBCHANICB  JOTTSHAL  SECOED  07  THE 
INTEKNATIDMAL  EXHIUITJON'  OK  ISG:i.  A  fall  ind  rKlsnlt 
llJDIIriled  Accauni  of  the  KihJblllon,  contributed  by  «3  Wnun  of 

priniiiE  630  Fi(e>  ofLcttcrprFii,  illiulnled  by  xi  Plate  Eneiinufi  ud 

WOVfoodcuti.    4t<>  price  361  Gdclotb. 

C0LLIEBIE8  AITD  C0LLIEB8;  A  Hntidbook  of  the  Uv  u^ 
ICIdiiiKCuH  relilini  Llin-etD.  tiy  J.  C.  FoirLSK,  Barriiter-M-U*  i 
StipendiErr  MigiUnM  for  the  DiBtrici  of  Mtrtb]-r  Tydfll  and  Abodut. 

'  TEX  THEOBY  OT  WAS  ILLITSTEATED  hj  numeroua  Ennipln 
from  Hiilory.  By  Lifiil.-Col.  Mj>cl>uL-i>ALL,laleSuperiuUnd(i>IMIta 
SltB CoUtge.    TMrd  SdiliM,  with  tO  PliDi.    PoaiBTopriM  lOiM 


:    A  KASUAL  FOB  KATAI  CADETS.      Bj  John'  H'Ksil   Both, 

lau  CanHin  R.N.  published  i«ilh  the  Hanclioo  and  Approval  o[  tU 
Lorili  CoDKniisioncn  or  (he  Adminlly.  Second  Kdilloiii  nitb  :te 
WoodeuU,  1  coloured  Plates  of  Sijpiils,  &c.,aQ>t  11  colonred  Platd  irf 

nam.  Poiisvomw 
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TB  m  socummcAL 

Sir  jAMuSnvaEJi,  LLJ).    fiMntk 
ortbeABttar,bTkisa«i.    9wH» 

Bwthe 


BUMBAFHT.    Bt  the 


LECTUXS8  OV  THE  HUIVET  OF  nASCS.  Ihird  Edition. 
3  ToU.  8vo  9te 

CmnCAL  An>  HIBTOBICAL  XBSATB  ecmtribated  to  The  Edin* 
boricll  Review.  Bythe  BjkIU  Hob.  LMd  Macaclat.  Vbv  KditiOBS, 
Miolkms:  — 

1.  A LtBmABT Esimnr  (tht  TemlM\Z rok. Sro Mt 

m  On  ToLrn;  with  Portnit  and  YigDcCtB.    S^we  cnmn  9ro  SU 


S.  Oom 

S.  Anrtlwr  Nxw  Sbttiov.  ia  S  T<ris.  iepSro  fl» 

4.  TliePBon.x'sEBixios,iafiToi*.crov]a»ro8* 


LOBB  KACAVLATS  WTBCKTiTJkaj»U5  WXinVOB:  compriting 
kit  CoDtribationa  to  Kmi^kTs  Qmarterim  JfeMctac.  Artidet  eoBtribated 
to  tlie  Bdiobanrb  Eeview  not  mciwled  ia  hit  CrUirmi  mmd  Bittmicmi 
E$9aif9,  BiojcrBpiiiet  whiten  for  tbe  BnqfeUp^dim  Britmmwiem.  MisceU 
laneoiu  PDenu  and  InacripcioiM.    3  Tolt.  sro  with  Portrait,  tu 

THE  BEY.  8TDHET  SMITHS  KBCELLAVEOITS  W0BX8:  In- 
cluding hit  CootriimUoos  to  tlie  Bdinbvsh  Review.  Four  Editioai, 
ris. 

I.  A  LiBS&rr  Kninov  (tht  Fomrtk),  in  S  vols.  Sto  with  Poctnit,  SfS* 
'   2.  GompJeCc  in  OvB  ToLun  B,  with  Portnit  and  Vigaette.    Square  crown  9ro  &• 
S.  Anotoer  Nrw  Eorriov.  in  S  vots.  fcp  9ro  Us 
4.  The  PsorLX'fl  Eninos.  in  2  vola.  enmn  8ro  8* 

By  /A^  «a»^  Author. 

SUEMEHTAXT  SKETCHES  OF  XOBAL  PHIL080PHT,  deliTeRd 
At  the  Rojal  InstitotioD.    Fcp  8vo  U 

THE  WIT  AHD  WI8D0X  OF  THE  BEV.  STBHST  8XIIH:  A 
Selection  of  the  moot  memorable  Pasta|(e«  In  hie  Writinft  and  Oon- 
versation.    Itato  7«  6d 

E88AT8  SELECTED  FBOX  OOHTBIBUTIOirS  TO  THE  Sdimhayk 
Bevinc.    Bj  Hsmrt  RoGsas.    Second  Edition.    S  roU.  fcp  8to  SU 

JBy  tkt  tame  Anther, 

THE  ECIIFBE  OF  FAITH;  or,  A  Tisit  to  a  Beligioua  Sceptic. 
Tenth  Bditi&H.    Fcp8T0  5# 

DEFENCE  OF  THE  ECLIPSE  OF  FAITH,  bj  its  Author :  Being 
a  Rejoinder  to  Professor  Newman's  Repljf,    Fcp  8vo  Z*  td 

SELECTIONS  FBOM  THE  COBBESPONDENCE  OF  B.  E.  H. 
ORBYSON,  Esq.  Edited  by  the  Author  of  Tie  ErlJ.ptf#e//'ei<A.  Crr<— 
WfQleM 


AMKnrTCLOPJBiaA.OFAGBiarLTIISB:  Cmnprinnn  U>en»Bi;  . 


M  nl  IsBdtd  Pniprny. 


MM  nCTCLOPXSIA  OF  TB£Z8  AVS  BHBVBS:  Oanuiaiag  l)w 
Sard;  Tivn  siul  Sbrnlu  of  Gm(  Bnliin.  NiUrc  aoil  r(i«i(B.Sei(slifi- 
ollT  sBd  PopnluLiF  DBCribcA.    Wiib  1,000  nmdcvi*.    anSti 


MM  mCTdflPXDU  OF  PL&XTS:  Compriibg  ifae  Spcriflr 
Cbancttr,  DcKripUm,  Colian.  Iliiiorf,  AppUutwn  in  Ito  liU,>3J 
tntj  Mber  dnlnblc  I'uticBlar  rt*p«UBi  all  tlic  PlsbK  foumt  •»  Urw 
BriuiB.    OniHifd  bj  Mn.  Lotinas.    Wllb  spwardi  of  HfiK  W«d- 


:    A    Fopoiv   Dietst    of  the  I«v«   of 

I  BBgland.  Ciril  md  Criminil:   Campri»n|r  iIh  >  DioiSBUy  of  Uv 

Trnnt.  lluimi.  Sntul«.  and  in»ch  nihtr  nehil  L«nl  InrannitieB. 

I  19(1  firf.ViM.  P<tfliij*.(br  thPAu'hor;  -ithlhrSfstuW.Miil  Lfjll  [)«1- 

:    IKR  KZECtmB>8  SVIDK.    Sj  J.  C.  Hitdboh.    Ifew  aad  eolnnd 

Kdibon,  miKd  b;  tbc  Aathor.    Fcp  Bto  6i 

fly  lit  lamf  Amthir. 

I    PLAIH    DIBBCnOSB  FOB  HAXIirO  WILLS  DT  OOKFOBMItT 

'  WITHTUBUW.    NcwEdiiioii,nrnciHluilrnlKilb*ttoArtkor. 

t  mC  UUTllUl  FLOKA. :  Compminf;  the  Flumogunons  or  Ibwo- 
iDit  Plints.iTid  thr  Frroi.  Sth  E<liItoii.  with  AddltinuiDdCscnctkn; 
ind  DumcnHii  Fifum  nrnrcd  on  II  Plain.  By  ■in  W.  i.  Hookb, 
K.H..  ftc;  UHl  a  h.  WiLiiM-AiNOTT,  LL.D.,  FJ.S.  Itae  Hti 
witbtkt  FtltMCoUHRd,!)! 

I    BBTOLOOU    SBITAXinCA:     Contomlnf;     tlie   Mone*    of    OitBt 

I  tlK  owlbod  of  Biatk  i 


U.D.    WiUilUIFIttno/FiinnL 
i  Bt  tkt  taau  Aulhor. 

\   ADVLTKRATIOn  DETECTZD;    or,  Flun  Instructions   for  the 

DiMorcrro'FnndiiiiFoodudMrdicine.    ByAitTHiim  Hiu.H*M*u. 

H.D.  LDnd.,  ADal)>l  nt  Tht  Lanctt  SMihuT  CODmiiuea,    Wiik  tu 
I  WeodcDtB.    Crown  Sfo  i;i  M 


nsuiHBn  ST  1 


1    COUHm-TUima    or    Jaxm    TBSEI,    Diuontl.    Tmtioal, 

I  SpiiBl,  KornoaUliidapledlolbtOrclttnl-HoiiHuiropn-AiTCiltiin. 

B)  Hh.  T.  Cullimm  Buhaitt.    Fep  m  ullli  Woodcsli,  U  Od 

'■    TEl  THUBT  An>  HtACnOI  OF  KOBTIOUITUai:    or.   Am 


I  jy  lit  —mt  Aulhar. 

<    Ut  mSODITCTIOK  TO  BOTAKT.      ICbw   Edition,  reriMd  and 
I  tBl*n[cd  1  Hllli  (  Plitf*  iBd  many  WoxIcDli.    1  rati.  Arc  Mt 

— ~-"-  — — IBIOnna:    Contammg  i 
«  VirlMlt*  or  Kotr*,  KKuMmT  i 


IHB  BOra  UUTXUSI  annn  :    Containing  ample   Dswiriptioi 

-'  -"  ■■■-'— "-KliMVaritU**  of  R<>«»«,  rtKUlflT  clmwl  in  Ihrtr  foi 

Mr  Hiuorr  ud  Hodeaf  Cnllim.    Bj  TsoHat  Kith 


Hrrmtk EdiOn.    Pilars u 
THB  eiSDIBKBV  ABVUAI.  FOB  1863.    Bdit«d  br  tha  B«r.  S. 
RimoLDi    HoLi.     With  a  coknind  Froniiapltcc  by  Johh  I^acH. 
Tvf.  tTB  tiU 

THB  TBKAIOBT  OF  BATOBAL  HI8T0BT;    or,'  Popular  Dic- 


;  UAUHoaa.     WItb    i 


'  THB  ICIEITino  ABD  UTBBABl  TKEABTTBTi  A  Popular  . 
KBC)rlotiadia  of  Seics«  and  the  brlln-LcItre* ;  iBclDdiac  all  braacba  ' 
irf  Scimc*,  and  nrery  (Ul^cci  eODBKitd  with  Uiaiatm  asd  Ait.     Ftp    : 

'    THB  TBBABUBT  OF  (OOOBAFHT,  Phjaiial,  Hialorical,  Deaerip-    ' 
Itn.iBd  hHtlcali  ceDtaloiBC  ■  incclncl  AccoddI  ai  neiT  CvBBtrr  Id 
tk*  World.    CompMad  br  William  Huaaai,  F.K.SJ.    Willi  tUapa 
aad  II  Plaua.    Fcplra  lOt  > 

THB  HIVnBICAL  TBBABUBT:  Campnainc  a  OaBeral  Intmduo-  ; 
larr  Uallla*  of  Uaiitraal  Hlctorr.  Anciciii  uiTHodtn,  aad  a  SmIh  at 
8(piialcHlitMiaoreT(r|rpnBcl|i^.NitiDa.    FcpSfOlOa  I 

THB  BIOOBAPmCAL  TKBABUBT:  Conaifting  of  HeUKnn,  ! 
akfirbn,  ind  Bntf  Kotlcn  of  iilwTf  11,000  CmiDCDt  ftnoaa  of  All  Ant  ' 
ind  .SuioBi.     lua  KiUin.    Ftp  ato  lOi  { 

THB  TBBAHrBT  OF  BBOWLXDQX  ABD  UBRABT  OF  KITE.   | 


.  1>|  BopsU  Dt  vat  Faante,  uafal  talilM,  fti 

Cat/arw  wH»  II-  atw*.  | 

TEX  TBXAnrBT  OF  BOTABT.    BjDT.J.UjntLEt.ltmtttftitt.  ' 
THB  TBXASimT  OF  BOLB  KBOTLBDaB.    By  Bar.  J.  A.TEB,    I 

U-A.  [iattepTM. 


INDEX. 


LAURIE'S  ENTERTAINING  LIBRARY. 

QiurUrly  V. 

—  TtiU  SI. 
[oth.or 

THB 


I  TDlnini!  in  iqwire  ISmo,  nilb  Six  fult-piiKt  Illulln 

I  piic«  Udc  Shilling  cloth,  or  NlDvpcnct  ttmtd, 


SHILUNQ  ENTERTAINING  LIBRART, 

A4iipt«d  to  tbs  requiiemanU  at  Bohool  IlbrarlM,  FunlUet,  and       ! 
TarkinK  Ken- 
By  J.  a.  LAURIE, 

Editor  of  the  Cridtattil  Strln  of  lUaditg-Ltmn  RwJi,  ftc. 
11ie  Fini  Three  Voltimei  are  oow  readr,  vii. 


Tifi  object  of  llie  Entkktmhino  r  A  Klince  aI  the  Kiurm  npoD  wliich 
l.raa>iiT  !•  l.iprnvl.lo  Ui«  yDOnii  aniL    ba  Uu  dnidr  dnwn  «U1,  It  Ik  iHllmd, 

T/atttm  or  Um  uuiBiiidU'  irltta  bmk>  r  KiwIWi  llunturt.  tbit  nSa  rolnnuiii 
liddl  thej  wUl  1d1  nadoMf.    Uwit    tb*  EiTUXAiMsa  Ltijun  pmrnlm 

iilBiv  p(4«t*  binbcBi  itHttd,  ud  I  t<iiuDtAlniilUn<i»HilljlnKltenilAi|i 
IWTClMM.  TbtPmiirManoClbi  vn- 1  th*  InuUMiu)  vltwi,  ma  to  dlrnK  uid    ' 
tt» Itrntsi tlM»T«  UiM  U»H  lUloiH    •lRnrtta«th*UHinlMnUnuiuiar*nqr 
anlabttMdlMd  ID  innulAiiwulal  dil- I  raxter.   Uul  tba  prima  and lupt In  tIiv    i 
3iD«wbi£r«Jib  «Kwr  aiuniiaii  ud  I  «UI  be  ta  lObrd,  bi  ■  wlda  ud  llbml    ; 

laandHUktwaiT^lbli  Idnd  loo  UUtt ;  tbli  end  ohiunr  twin  nun  dlr«tlr 
■nnHm hH  bHB  midA  ftoc  vhDl  n»r  !  upon Iba pnAlal oIUUIh  ot  lUt wUln- 
staAOM  ba  nn»4  tiM  nnlilmiii  of  ■  i  nrfAbli  bt  bald  nbocdliisle. 
twok  IdOu  unMlond  Ddnd.  CUMmi       ll  ii  impar  to  alM«  tbU  tha  Editor  u- 
(raed  tron  libaanw  uaba,  ud  vonuDK  '  tonut  ib*  rldil  ot  adapUnii  Iba  oriiflnal 
BaamarlidvUh  a  baddai'a  Inll.riui-    Uit so u u> lult  hli  panioH.   amumik 
BDtpcariblTbalBdBeidtonadmitlUliFT     ll«l  CDfiitnicIlDBaiiUdiinunbicolnd 
JMan  wlial  ■  >aUUi  of  mlmainnirnt     aiid  .limoUt  ■lU  b<  ilmplMaa;  nudtm 
liMMiM  nudai  Iba  hard,  uniiiL>rn(..[     mnlg «id idionu  will  be  luWtutad rbr    , 
IWUH  ef  tivmtaitt.    Xatiiing  siuum  :  nuliMbavalHaoiuIobHlHaarnaulTiih-    ' 
BMfaMdaAialbri  Ib^^ "<"''"'> .  '°>»'l  aoa Inill »»■  pauuH abliA an    . 
wfA,tBfm  wjoMMitvn  plaml  bf t.ire     on-uiuMt  lo  Uia  youia  will  ba  ei pan™!. 
Sam^Uan  lalaSiMla  annut  HiEb  '      !.';>»■  oi;i  Uukentasdani  w-h  of  tba 

infflnMalabaJoAmiUiaaalaiiticnot    roiuin' -  i.<-'>  mir  an  <lT>ni  br  Ur. 
'  wofiirSaiwIllajitaltoUialrlomtaaBt  ■  BoiiJ>-i  a- 1.  ;.  riiln*  aillil ,  flboH  matll 
winBlrt»lat(iab^niMbce«ii.U»loTaor    ba,  (k-,;i    ^.  ;Liiowlaa«iia   tor  oomptioat     , 
daaaan.  Ttaaalmortbazailorartha    Juto--.  .,.  v.      ,j  .      v      ' 

MmBBTUKiiiaLiBKUTlatoiimidaan  Si«<  i  a  ,<ti.iiIlon  will  ba  paid  lo  tbt 
ampla  and  *arlad  npiat  Rir  Ilia  (nUllc-a- ;  blmliui.  <>f  rli.' lolnniaa.  Tbajr  will  bt  prt- 
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